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THE LIFE OF KEATS. 



There are few poets whoss works contain slight- 
er hints of their personal history than thosis of 
Keats; yet there are, perhaps, even fewer, whose 
real lives, or rather the eondiliona upon which they 
lived, are more clearly traceable in what they have 
written. To write tlie life of a man was formerly 
uniierstooil to mean the catatogiiing anil plai'rn^ of 
circumstances, of those tilings whic;li stood about the 
life and were more or less related to it, but were 
not the life itself. But Biography from day to day 
holds dates cheaper and facta dearer. A man's life 
(as far as its outward events are concerned) may 
be made for him, as his clothes are by the tailor, of 
this cut or that, of finer or coarser matei^al, but tha 
gfut and gesture show tlirough, and give to trap- 
pings, in themselves characterless, an individuality 
that belo[igs to the man himself. It is those essen- 
tial facts which underlie the life and make the 
iDdividual man, that are of importanc 



e cropping out of these upon the surface, (hat 
us indications by which to judge of the true 
I hidden below. Every man has his block 



,m, and the figure he cuts will depend very 
much upon the shape of that — upon the knoB and 
twists which existed in it from the beginning. We 
were designed in the cradle, perhaps earlier, and 
it is in finding out this design, and shaping our< 
selves to it, (luit our years are spent wisely. It is 
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8 THE LIFE OF KHATS. 

tli6 vain endeavor to msike our'ielYi"' whit wt are 
not that has strewn history with bu mam broken 
purposes and livea left in the rough 

Keats hardly lived long enough to iltTtlop a 
well-outlined eharacter, (or thil rebuild (omiuoiilj' 
from (he resistanee made by teinptraintnt to the 
many influent'es by nhich the world as it may 
happen then to he, emieavors to mould every one 
in it« own image. What his teniperaiiient was we 
can see dearly, and idso that it subordinated itself 
more and more to the discipline of art. 

JoHH Keats, the second of four ehildren, like 
Cljaueer, was a Londoner, but, unlike Chancer, he 
was certainly not of gentle blood. Mr. Montkton 
Milnes, who seems to have bad a kindly wish to 
create hira gentleman by brevyt, says that ha was 
" born in the upper ranks of the midilie elass." 
This shows a commendable tenderness for the 
nerves of English sodety, and reminds one of 
Hortheote's story of the violin-player who, wiahin" 
to compliment h:9 pupil, George III., divided all 
fiddlers into three classes, those who could not play 
at all, those who playeil very badly, and those who 
played very well, assuring hia majesty that he had 
made such commendable prc^i'ess as to have al- 
ready reached tlie second i-anfc. The American 
pubhc will perhaps not be disturbed by knowing that 
the father of Kiiats (as Mr. Mikes ha.1 told us in 
an earlier bicerapliy} " was employed in the estab- 
lishment of Mr. Junni'igs, the proprietor of large 
]iverj--stable9 on the Pavement m Moorfields, near- 
ly opposite the entrance into Finsbury Circus." 
So that, afler all, it was not so bad ; for, ^nt, Mr. 
Jennings was a proprietor; second, ho was the 
proprietor of an estaMiskment ; third, he was the 
proprietor of a large establishment; xaiX, foitrik, 
tliis large establishment was nearly opposite Fins- 
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TTIE LJFE OF KEATS. 

It is true, I^ei^h Hunt asserts that Keaits " 
little too sanative on rtiesoore of Ills oritjin,"* but 
we can find no trace of such a feeling eithur in hia 
poetry, or in such of his letters as have been print- 
ed. Wa suspeot the fact to have been that he 
rosenleil with becoming pride the vulgar BIa^*t- 
wood and Quarferiy stawlarf which measured 
genius by genealc^es. It is enough that hia poo'i- 
cal pedii;ree is of the best, tracing through Spenser 
to Chaiieer, and that Pegasus does not stanil at 
livery even in tbe largest eatablislnnenls in Moor- 
fields. 

As TCell as we can make out, then, the father of 
Keats was a groom in the service of Mr. J<!nningH, 
and married the daughter of his master. Ttraa, on 
the mother's side, at feast, we find a. grandfather; 
on tlie father's there la no hint of such an ancestor, 
and we must charitably take him for granted. It 
is of more importance that the elder Keats was a 
man of sense and energy, and that his wife was a 
lively and intelligent woman, who hastened the 
birtli of the poet by ber passionate ilevotlon to 
amusement, biin^ng him into the world, a seven 
months' child, on the 29th October, 1795, instead 
of the SDth December, as would have been con- 
ventionally proper. Mr. Milnes describes her as 
" tall, with a large oval face, and a somewliat satur- 
nine demeanor."f This last circumstance does not 
agree very well with what he hail just before told 
us of her liveliness ; but he consoles us by adding 
that " she succeeded, holoever, in inspiring her 
children with the proibundest affection." This was 
pardciilarly true of John, who once, when between 
jour and five years old, mounted g'lard at her 

• 'anat't AiHobiagrBphp, (Amerlcaii ealtign,) yol, li. p. 83 
1 MilB«'> Life ^ Kiaia, (American edition,] p. 16. 
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10 TME LIFE OF KEATS. 

rl'iiinbcr-door with an olJ sword, when sbe was 
ill, uTiii the doctor had ordctiid her not to be dis- 
turbed* 

la 18D4, Keata being in hia ninth year, his fa- 
ther was killed by a fall from his horse. Hia 
mother aeema to have been ambitious for her chil- 
dren, and there was Bome talk of sending John to 
Harrow. Fortunately this plan was Ihought too 
expensive, and he was sent instead to the Sehool 
of Mr. Clarke at Enfield with his brothers. A 
maternal uncle, who had distin«uished himself by 
his courage unikr Duncan at Cumperdown, was 
the hero of his nephews, and they went to stbool 
resolved to maintain the faniilj reputation for eour- 
age. John was always lighlinn;, and was eliiefly 
noted amonjj his school-fellows as a sti'arige eom- 
pound of pUmk and sensibilily. He attacked an 
usher who had boxed his brother's ears, and when 
his mother died, in ISIO, was moodily inconsolable, 
(in spite, it seems, of her "saturnine demeanor,") 
hiding himself for several days in a nook under the 
master's de^, and refu^ng all comfort from teacher 
or friend. 

He was popular at school, as boys of spirit aU 
ways are, and impressed his companions with a 
sense of his power. They thought he would one 
day be a famous soldier. This may have been ow- 
ing to the stories he told them of the hermc uncle, 
whose deeds, we may be sure, were properly fa- 
mouseil by the boy Homer, and whom they proba- 
bly took for an admiral at the least, as it wouhl have 
been well for Keats's literary prosperity if he had 
been. At any rate, they thought John wouhl be 
a great man, which is the main thing, for the pub- 
tic opinion of the playground is truer and more dis- 
cerning than that of the worhl ; and if you tell us 

• ITajdon tellB tto alorr diflBMntlj, but we thiuk Mr. Mlloes'l 
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THE LIFE OF KEATS. 11 

what the boy was, we will tell you what the man 
lonjjs to be, however he may be represseO by ne- 
cessity or fear of the polif^o reports. 

Mr. Milnes has failed to discover anything else 
espeeialir worthy of record in the scbool-lil'e of 
Keats. He translated ihe twelve books of the 
^ueid, read Bobiiison Crusoe and the Incas of 
Peru, and looked into Shakapeare. He lefl school 
in ISIO, with little Latin and no Greek^ but he had 
studied. Spenee's Polymetis, Tooke'a Pantheon, and 
Lerapriire's Dictionary, and knew gods, nymphs, 
and .heroes, which were quite as good company as 
aorists and aspirates. It is pleasant to fancy (he 
horror of those respectable writers if Iheir pages 
could suddenly have become alive under their pens 
with all that the young poet saw in them.* 

On leaving school, he was apprenticed for five 
years to a surgeon at Edmonton. His master was 
a Mr. Hammond, " of some eminence " in hia pro- 
fession, as Mr. Milnes takes care to assure us. The 
place was of more importance than the roaster, for 
Its neighborhood to Giifield enabled him to keep 
up his intimacy with the family of his former 
teacher, Mr. Clarke, and to borrow books of them. 




r„-.dh.Google 



12 THE LIFE OF KEATS. 

In 1812, when lie was in Iiis seventeentli year, 
Mr. Cliavles Cowilen Clarke lent hiui tlie F^ierio 
Quuene. Nobbing that is told of Or[ihuus or 
Amphion is more noiiderful than this miracle of 
b[ nse 8, t f rming a surgeon's apprentice into 
a g t po t K ts learned at once the set-ret of 
1 I tl 1 h ceForward his indoniures ran to 

Ap 11 t d t Mr. Hammond. Tliua could the 
M d f d h son. It is the old story, — the 
lost h d St. red by his aptitude for what is 
g tl 1 k gl tly. 

Betore long we find him studying Chaucer, then 
Shakspeare, and afterward Milton. Tliat he read 
wisely, his comments on the Paradise Lost are 
enougli to prove. He now also commenced poet 
himself, but does not appear to have neglected the 
study of his proi'esMon. He was a youtli of ener^ 
and purpose, and, though he no doubt penned 
many a stanza when he should have been anato- 
mizing, and walkeil the hospitals accompanied by 
the early gods, nevertheless passed a very credita- 
ble examination in 1817. In the spring of this 
year, also, he prepared to take his first degree as 
poet, ai>d accordingly publislied a small volume 
containing a selection of his earlier essays in verse. 
It attracted little attention, and the rest of this 
year seetos to have been occupied with a journey 
on foot in Scotland, and the composition of En- 
dymioii, which was published in 1818. Milton's 
Tetrachordon was not better abused ; but Milton's 
assailants were unorganized, and were obliged each 
to print and pay for his own dingy little quarto, 
trusting to the natural laws of demand and supply 
to furnish him with readers. Keats was arraigned 
by the <:onstltuted authorities of literary justice. 
They might be, nay, they were Jeffrieses and 
Scroggses, but the sentence was published, and the 
penalty inflicted before all Engtand. The differ- 
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THE LIFE OF KEATS. ]3 

ence between hia fortune and Milton's was that be- 
twBHn being pelted by a mob of personal enemies, 
and being set in the pillory. In ihe first case, the 
anncn'ancQ brushes olF mostly with the mud ; in 
tJie last, there is no solaee but (he eonsi^iousnes.^ of 
auffurin" in a ffrea' cause. This solace, to a certain 
extent, Keats had ; for his ambidon was noble, anti 
he hoped not to make a great reputation, but to be 
a great poet Hajdon says that Wordsworth and 
Keats were the only men be had ever seen who 
looked fonstious of a lofty purpose. 

It- is curious that men should resent more fiercely 
what they suspect to be p;ood verses, than what 
they know to be bad morals. Is it be<-ause they 
feel themselves incapable of the one, and not of the 
other? However it be, the best poetry has been 
the most sava<!ely attacked, and men who scrupu- 
lously practised the Ten Commandments as if there 
nere never a not in any of Ibem, felt every senti- 
ment of their better nature outra<ted by the Lyrical 
Ballads. It is idle to attempt to show that Keats 
did not suffer keenly fi-om the vulfjaiities of Black- 
wood and ihe Quarterly. He snffered in propor- 
tion as his ideal was hi^h, and he was conscious of 
falling below it. In England, especially, it is Dot 

Eleasant to be ridiiiulous, even if you are a Ljrd; 
ut to be ridiculous and an apothecary at the same 
time, is almcet as bad as it was formerly to be ex- 
i-omiaunicated. A priori, there was something 
absurd in poetrj' written by the son of an assistant 
in (he livery-stables of Mr. Jennings, even though 
tbey were an establishment, and a large establish- 
ment, and nearly opposite Finsbury Circus. Mr. 
Gifibrd, Ihe ex-cobbler, thought so in the Quar- 
terly, and Mr. Terry, the actor,* thought so even 
mora distinctly in Blackwood, bidding the young 
f.«i9]w,js tbatheOsCroug- 
" 'ula Dkcknooi. 
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U TBE LIFE OF KEATS. 

apothecary "back to liia gallipots!" It is not 
pleasant to be talked down upon by your inferiors 
who happen to bave tbe advantage ot position, iior 
to be drenched with ditch-water, though you know 
it to be thrown by a suullFon in a garret, 

Keats, as his was a temperament in which sensi- 
bility was excessive, eould not but be galled by 
this treatinent. He was galled the more that lie 
was also a man of strong sense, and capable of 
understanding clearly how hard it is to make men 
acknowledge solid value in a pei'son whom they 
have once heartily laughed at. Reputation is iit 
itself only a farthing-candle, of wavering and un- 
certain flame, and easily blown out, but it is the 
light by which the world looks for and finds meiit. 
Keats longed for fame, but longed above all to 
deserve it. Thrilling with the electric touch of 
sacred leaves, be saw in vision, like Dante, that 
small procession of the elder poets (o which only 
elect centuries can add another laurelled head. 



Might he, too, deserve from posterity the love and 
reverence which he paid to those antique glories ? 
It was no unworthy ambition, but everything was 
against him, — birth, health, even friends, since it 
was partly on their account that he was sneered at 
His very name stood in his way, for Fame loves 
best such syllables as are sweet and sonorous on the 
tongue, like Spenserian, Shakspearian. In spite of 
Juhet, there is a great deal in names, and when the 
fairies come with their pl^s to the cradle of the 
selected child, let one, wiser than the rest, choose 
a name for him from which well-sounding derivEt- 
tives can be made, and best of all with a termina- 
tion in on. Men judge the current coin of opinion 
by the ring, and are readier to take without ques- 
tion whatever is Platonic, B^onian, Newtonian, 
Johnsonian. Washington ian, JefferMonian, Ndpol- 
eonlc, and all the rest. Tou cannot make a good 
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Fate likes 

Hayilon tells ua that Keats was very much de- 
presseil by (he fortunes of hia book. This was nat- 
ural enough, bnt he look it all in a manly way, and 
determined to revenge himself by writinp; better 
poetry. He knew that aotivity, and not despon- 
dency, is the true coanterpoise to miarortune, 
Qaydon is sure of the chan<>e in his spirits, beeause 
he would come ta the painting-room and sit silent 
for hours. But we rather think that the conversa- 
tion, where Mr. Haydon was, resembled that in a 
young aothor's first play, where the other inter, 
locutors are only brought in as convenient points 
for the hero to bitch the interminable web of his 
monologue on. Beades, Keats had been continu- 
ing his education this j-ear, by a course of Elgin 
marbles and pictures by the great Italians, and 
might very naturally have found little to say about 
Mr. Haydon's extensive works, which he would 
have cared to hear. Mr. Milnea, on the other 
hand, in hia eagerness to prove that Keats was not 
killed by the article in the Quarterly, is rarried loo 
far toward the opposite extreme, and more than 
hints that he was not even hurt by it. This would 
have been true of Wordsworth, who, by a constant 
companionship with mount^ns, had acquired some- 
thing of tlieir manners, but was simply impossible 
to a man of Keats's temperament 

On the whole, perhaps, we need not respect 
Keats the less for having been gifted with sensibil- 
ity, and may even say what we believe to be true, 
that his health was injured by the failure of hia 
book. A man cannot have a aensuous nature and 
be pachydermatous at the same time; and if he bo 
he suflers ju:^t in 
.mi^i^inalion. It Is 
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perluttly true that what wo call the world, in tlieao 
iktfuirs, is nothing! nioi'e than a mere Broi^ken spec- 
tre, thfi projected shadow of ourselves; bot as long 
as we do not know it, it is a very passable pant. 
We are not without experience of natures so purely 
intellectual that their bodies had no more concern 
in their menial doings and safTerings than a house 
lias with the good or ill fortune of its occupant. 
But poets are not built on tliis plan, and espeoLally 
poets like Keats, in whom the moral seems to liave 
BO perfectly interiiised the physical man, that you 
might almost say he could feel sorrow with his 
hands, 30 truly did his body, like that of Donne's 
mistreaa, think and remember and forebode. The 
hea'lliiest poet of whom our civilization has been 
capable says that when he beholds 

" cteeert h beggar born, 

And strength by limping sway disabled, 
And art made tonguu-tied by authoriLy," 

iiilluding, plainly enough, to the Giffords of his 
ay.) 

" And simple truth miscalled simplicity," 
(as it was long afterward in Wordsworth's case,) 

" And Captive Good atiending Captain III," 
that then even he, the poet to whom of all others 
life seems to have been dearest, as it was niso the 
fullest of enjoyment, "tired of all these," had noth- 
ing for it but 10 ery for " restful Death." 

Keats, an we have said, accepted his ill fortune 
courageously. On the 9th of October, 1818, he 
writes to his publisher, Mr. Hessey, " I cannot hut 
feel indebted to those gentlemen who have taken 
m^ part. As for the rest, 1 begin to get acquainted 
with my own strength and weakness. Praise or 
blame has but a momentary effect on the man 
whose love of beauty in the ahslract makes him a 
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THE LIFE OF KKATS. 17 

severe tritlc of hia own works. My own domestic 
criticism has ^iven me pain without coiviparison be- 
yond what 'Blackwood 'or the 'Quarterly' could 
inflict : and also, when I feel I am ri<;hc, no extern 
nal praise can ^ive me such a ^low as my own soli- 
tary riiperceplion and ratification of what is fine. 
J. S. is perfectly' right in regard to ' the slipahod 
Eiidyiiiion.' That it 's so is no fault of mine. 
No 1 though it may sound a little paradoxical, it la 
as good as I had power to make it by myself. Had 
I t>eeu nervous about its being a peifect piece, and 
with that view asked advice and trembled over 
every pa^i it would not have been wrtlten ; for it; 
is not ni my nature to fumble. I will write inde- 
pendently. 1 have written independently tBilhoiit 
jtidgiaenl. I may write independently and wUh 
judgment, hereafter. The Genius of Poetry muat 
work out its own salvation in a man. It cannot be 
matured by law and precept, but hy sensation and 
watchfulness in itself^ That which is creative mvist 
create itself. In ' Endyoiion ' I leaped headlong 
into the sea, and thereby have become better ac- 

Suatnted with the soundings, the quicksands, aad 
le rocks, than if I had stayed upon the green 
shore, and piped a silly pipe, and took tea and 
comfortable advice. I was never afraid of fail- 
ure ; lor 1 would sooner fail than not be among the 
greatest, ' * 

This was undoubtedly true, and it was naturally 
the side which a lai^e-minded person would dis- 
play to a friend. This is what he thought ; but 
whether it was what he fell, we think doubtful. 
We look upon it rather as one of the phenomena 
of that multanimous nature of the poet, which makes 
him for the moment that which he has an intellect- 
ual perception of. Elsewhere he says something 
which seems to hint at the true state of the case. 
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"I must think that diffipiillics nerve tlio spirit 
of a omn : they make our prime objects a refuge m 
well as a passion." Oas cannot help contrasting 
Keats with Wordsworth ; the one altojiether poet, 
tlie other eesentially a Wordsworth with the poetic 
faculty added ; the one shifting froin form to form, 
and from style to style, and pouring his hot tlirob- 
bing life into every mould ; tlie other remaininK al- 
ways the individual, producing works, and not so 
much livino; in bis poems as memoriiilly recording 
hia life is them. When Wordsworth alludes to the 
firolish criticisms on his writings, he speaks aerenely 
and generously of Wordsworth the poet, as if he 
were an unbiassed third person, who takes up the 
argument merely in the interest of literature. He 
towers into a bald egotism which is quite above and 
beyond seitishnoss. Poesy was his employment; it 
was Keats's-very existence; and he felt 'the rough 
treatment of his verses as if it had been the woiind- 
ing of a limb. To Wordsworth, tomposing was a 
healthy exercise; his slow pulse and unimpi-essible 
nature gave him assurance of a life so long that he 
could wait ; and when we read his poems we should 
never suspect the existenc^e in him of any sense but 
that of obaervation, as if Wordsworth the poet were 
only a great sleepless eye, accompanied by Mr. 
Wonlsworth, the distributer of stamps, as a rever- 
ential scribe and Baruch. But every one of Keats's 
poems was a sacrifice of vitality ; a virtue went 
away from him into every one of them ; even yet, 
as we turn the leaves, they seem to warm and thrill 
our fingers with the flush of his fine senses, and 
the flutter of his electrical nerves, and wu do not 
wonder he felt that what he did was to be done 

In the mean time, his younger brother languished 
and died ; hia elder seems to have been m some 
way unfortunate, and \itid gone to Americi, and 
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Keats himself showed symptoms of the hereditary 
ilitseast! whiuli eauscd his d«ath at last. It is in 
October, 181S, that we £nd the first allusions to a 
paesioii, whii^b was, ere long, to consume him. Ic 
IS plain enough beforehand, that those were not 
moral or menial graces that should attract a man 
like Keats. His intellect nas satisfied and ab- 
sorbed by his art, his books, and his friends, lie 
could have companionship and appreciation from 
men ; what he craved of woman wai onlj repose. 
That InxuriouB natnre, which would have tossed 
uneasily on a crumpled rose-leaf, must have some- 
thing softer to rest upon than intellect, something 
less ethereal than culture. It was his body that 
neeiied to have its equilibrium restored, (he waste 
of his nervous enei^ that must be ivpaired by 
deep draughts of the ovtrdowing lifo and drowsy 
tropical force of an abundant and healthily-poised 
womanhood. Writing to hia sister-in-law, he says 
of this nameless pei'son ; " She is not a Cleopatra, 
but is, at least, a Charmian ; she has a rii:h eastern 
look ; she has fine eyes, and fine manners. When 
she comes into a room, she makes the same impres- 
sion as the beauty of a leopardess. She is too fine 
and too i:onseious of herself to repulse any man 
who may address her. From habit, she thinks that 
nothmg particular. I always find myself at ease 
with such a woman ; the picture before me always 
gives me a life and animation which I cannot pos- 
sibly leel with anything inferior. \ am at such 
times Coo much occupied in admiring, to be awk.< 
ward, or in a tremble. 1 forjjiet myself entirely, 
because 1 live in her. You will by this time think 
1 am it) love wiib her, so, betbro 1 go any fartlier, I 
will lell you that I am not. She kept me awake 
one night, as a tune of Mozart's might da 1 speak 
of the thing as a pastime and an amusement, than 
whicli 1 can lee! none deeper than a conversation 
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with an imperial woman, the very yes and ni 
whose life is to me a banquet I like 



1 both are, is taken for granted She 

nalka across a room in such a luaiiner ihat a 
man ia drawn t^iward her nith magnetic power. 

1 believe, though, she liM faults, the 

same as a Cleopatra or a Charmian might have 
had. Yet she is a fine thing, speaking in a worldly 
way ; for there are two disljnut tempers of mind 
in which we judoe of thinga : the worldly, theat- 
rical, anil pantomjmical ; and the unearthly, spirit- 
ual, and ethereal. In the former, Bonapai-te, i^ord 
liyron, and this Charmian hold the Hr^t place in 
our minds ; in the latter, John Howanl, Bishop 
Hooker, rocking hia child's cradle, and you, my 
dear sister, are the couquering leclings. As a man 
of the world, I love the rich talk of a Charmian ; 
as an eternal being, I love the thoii"ht of you. I 
should like her to ruin me, and I should like you 
to save me." 

It is pleasant always to see Love hiding his head 
with such pains, while his whole body is so clearly 
visible, as in this extract. Tliia lady, it seems, is 
not a Cleopatra, only a Charmian ; but presently 
we find that she is imperial. He does not love her, 
but he would just like to be ruined by her, nothing 
more. This glimpse of her, with her leopardess 
beauty, cros^no; the room and drawing men after 
her mt^netieally, is all we have. She seems to 
have been slili living in 1818, and, as Mr. blilnes 
tells us, kept the memory of the poet sacred. " She 
is an East Indian," Keats says, "and ought to 
be her grandlather's heir." Her name we do not 

Between this time and the spring of 1S20, he 
seems to have worked assiduously. Of course, 
worldly success was of more iuiportauee than ever. 
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He began Hyperion, but had given it up in Septem- 
ber, 1819, bei:ause, as he said, "there were loo many 
Miltoiiic inver^oii3 in it." He wrote Lamia at'ie* 
an attentive stmiy of Brvden'a veruifi cation. Thia 
period also produced the "Eve of SI. Agnes, Isabella, 
and tliB odes to the Nigklingcde, and to the Grecian 
Urn. He studied Italian, read Ariosto, and wrote 
part of a humorous poem. The Cap and Bells. Ho 
tried his hand at tragedy, and Mr. Milneg lias pub- 
lished among his " Remains," Olho the Greed, and 
all tbat was ever written of King Stephen. We 
think be did unwisely, for a biw^ajiher is hardly 
called u[K)n to show how ill his biographee could do 

In the winter of 1820, he was chilled in riding 
on the top t^ a 8ta<;e-coach, and came home in a 
state of feverish excitement. He was persuaded to 
go to bed, and in getting between the coid sheets, 
coughed slightly. "Tbat 18 blood in my mouthy" 
he said. "Bring me the candle; let me see this 
blood." It was of a brilliant red, and his medical 
knowledge enabled him to interpret the augury. 
Those narcotic odors that seem to breathe seaward, 
and steep in repose the senses of the voyager who 
is diifiiiig towani the shore of the mysterious Other 
World, appeared to envelop him, and, looking 
□p with sudden calmness, he said, "1 know the 
color of that blood ; it is arterial blood ; I cannot 
be deceived in that color. That drop is my death' 
warrant ; I must die." 

There was a slight rally during the saiMner of 
that year, but towiid antumn he grew worse again, 
and it was decided thiit he should go to Italy. Ho 
was accompanied thither by his friend, Mr. Severn, 
an artist. Alter embarking, he wrote to his friend, 
Mr. Brown. We give a part of this letter, which 
is BO deeply tragic that the sentences we take 
almost seem to break a-vmy from the rest with a 
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sry of anguish, like the branchei of Dante's Umen- 
table woud. 

" I wish to write on soWecits that will not agitate 
me niui^l). There is one I must mention and have 
done with it. Even if iny body would reuover of 
iiBeUi this would prevent it. The very thing wLiirh 
I want to live most for will be a great occasion of 
my death. I cannot help it. Who can helji it ? 
Were I in health it would make me ill, and how 
can I bear it in my state ? I dare say you will be 
able to guess on what subject I am liarping : yon 
know what was mj greatest pain during the first 
part of my illness at your house. 1 wish for deatb 
eveiy day and ninjht to deliver uie from these pains, 
and then i wish death awaj', for death would 
doslroy even those pains which are belter than 
no h nj La d a d sta w akness and decline, are 
great separa o -s bu l>e« h is the great divorcer 
fore er When the pa „ of this thought has 
passed through my n nd 1 may say the bitterness 
ol death a passed I oll«n wish for you, that you 
m ^bt flat er ue w h the best. I think, without 
1 y m<, o nj t tor mj sake, yon would be a 

tiend to M ss when I jm dead. You think 

si e has many faults but for my sake think she has 
ot one II there is anjth ig you can do for her 
b) word or leed I know jou will do iu I am in 
a statu at present n wl h woman, merely aa 
woma an have no ore power over me than 
B oLks and s on s a d }et the difference of roy 

se sd ons w th respe t to Miss and iliy sister 

s a z g tl e o e see ns to absorb the other to 
a degiee ed ble, I sel lorn think of uiy brother 
an 1 s er n Amer a the thought of leaving 

M sa s beyon I e erj thing horrible, — tiie 

sense ol da kneas coming o er me, — I eternally 
see her 6gure eternally vanishing ; some of the 
phrases she was iu the "habit of using during my 
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last nursing at Wentworth Place ring in my ears 
Is there another life ? Shall I awake and find ail 
this a dream i' There must be, — we cannot be 
created for this sort of suS'eriiig." 

T I sa r d he writes again from Naples, 
(1 "V mbe 820): 

Th pe that I shall see her no more 

VI 11 kill m M lear Brown, I should hav'c had 
he wh I w health, and I should have re- 

in 1 11 I bear to die ; I catinoC bear 

tol h Oh God! Gwi! God I Everything 
I h my ks that reminds ine of her 

goes through me hke a spear. The silk lining ehe 
put in my (ravelling-eap scalds my heaci. My 
im^nation is horribly vivid about her ; 1 see her 
— 1 hear her. There is nothing in the world of 
sufficient interest to divert me from her a inonienC. 
This was the case when I was in Englaml ; I can- 
not recollect, without shuddering, the lime that I 
was a prisoner at Hunt's, and used to keep my eyes 
fixed on Uanipstead all day. Then there was % 
gooil hope of seeing her again — Now 1 — O that I 
could be buried near where she lives I I am afrmd 
to write to her — to receive a letter fiom her — to 
see her haniiwriting would break my heart — Even 
to hoar of hor anyhow, to see her name written, 
would be more than 1 ean bear. My dear Brown, 
what am 1 to do ? Where can I look for consola- 
tion or ease? If 1 had any chance of recovery, 
this passion would kill me. Indeed, through the 
whole of my illness, both at your house and at 
Kentish Town, this fever has never ceased wearing 

The two friends went almost immediately from 
Naples to Borne, where Keats was treated with great 
kindness by the distinguished physician, I)r. (after- 
ward Sir James) Clark.* But there was no hope 
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from tlie first. His disease wag beyond remedy, a« 
his heart ivas beyond comfort, Tlie very lact that 
lile mi^ht be liappy deepened hia despair. He 
might not have eunk so soon, but the waves in which 
he was struggling looked only tlie blacker that they 
were shone upon by the sigDBl-torch that promised 
safety, and love, and rest. 

It IS gooil to know that one of Keats's last pleas- 
ures was in hearing Severn read aloud from a vol- 
ume of Jeremy Taylor. On first coaiinji to Rome, 
he had bought a copy of Alfieri, but finding ou the 
second page these lines. 



he laid down the boob and opened it no more. On 
the 14th February, 1S21, Severn speaks of a change 
that had taken plac-e in him toward greater quietneaa 
and peace. He talked much, and fell at last into % 
sweet sleep, in which he seemed to have happy 
dreams. Perhaps he heard the soft fooClall of the 
angel of Death, paeing to and fro under his win- 
dow, lo be his Valentine. That night he asked to 
have this epitaph inscribed upon his gra 



On the 33d, he died, without pain and as if falling 
asleep. His last words were, " 1 ani dying; i shaS 
die easy; dou't be frightened; be firm and thank 
6o<l it has come I " 

He was buried in the Protestant burial-ground at 
Kome, in that part of it which is now disused and 
secluded from the rest. A short time before his 
death, he told Severn that he thought his Intensest 

Sleasure in life had been to watch the growth of 
owers ; and once, after lying peacefully awhile, he 
Hrst hones on the right baad In eolne up the Sialiaiait. Mr 
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eaid, "I feel tlie flowers growing over me." His 
grave is marlteil by a little head-stone, on which are 
carved somewhat rudely his name and ^e, and the 
epitaph dictated by himself. No ti-ee or shrub has 
been planted near it; but the daisies, faithful to 
their buried lover, crowd his small moond wiih a 
galaxy of their innocent stars, more prosperous than 
those under which he lived. 

In person, Keats was below the midiile height, 
ivlth a head small in proportion to the breadth of hia 
shoulders. His hair was brown and fine, falling in 
natural ringlets about a face in wliiuh energy and 
sensibility were remarkably mixed up. Every feat- 
ure was delicately cut ; the chin was bold ; and 
about the mouth something of a pugnacious expres- 
sion. His eyes were mellow and glowing, large, 
dark, and sensitive. At the recital of a noble ac- 
tion, or a beautiliil thought, they would suffuse with 
tears, and bis mouth trembled,* Haydon says that 
his eyes bad an inward Delphian look that was per- 
fectly divine. 

The faults of Keats's poetry are obvious enough ; 
but it should be remembered that he died at Iwenty- 
four, and that he offends by superabundance and 
not poverty. That he was overlangua^d at first 
there can be no doubt, and in this was implied the 
possibility of falling back to the perfect mean of 
dittion- It is only by the rich that the tostly plain- 
ness, which at once satisfies ihe taste and the imag- 
ination, is attainable. 

Whether Keala was original or not we do not 
think it useful to discuss undl it has been settled 
what originality is. Mr. Milnes tells us that this 
merit (whatever it is) has been denied to Keats, 
because his poems take the color of (he authore he 
happened to be reading at the time ho wrote them. 
* Leigh Huut^s Autottiography, ii . 43. 
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But men have their intellectual anoeshy, and the 
likeness of some one of them is forever unexpectediT 
Qashiiig out in tbe features of a descendant, it 
may be after a gap of sevural generations. In the 
parliament of the preHeiil:, every man represents a 
constituency of the past. It is true that Keats lias 
the accent of the men from whom lie learnuil to 
speak, but this is to make originality a mere ques- 
tion of externals, and in this sense the author of a 
dictlonaty miglit bring an action of trover against 
every author mho used his words. It is the man 
behind the words that gives them value ; and if 
Shakspeare help himself to a verse or a phrase, it 
is with oars that have learned of liim to listen that 
we feel the harmony of the one, and it is the mass 
of, his intellect that makes the other wei™hty with 
meaning. Enough that we recognize in Keats that 
umlefinable newness and unexpectedness that wa 
tall genius. The sunset is original every evening, 
though Ibr thousands of years it has built out of the 
same light and vapor its visionary cities with domes 
and pinnacles, and its delectable mountains which 
night shall utterly abase and destroy. 

Three men, ahnost contemporaneous with each 
other, Wordaworth, Keats, and Byron, were tlie 
great means of bringing back English poetry from 
the sandy deserts ot rhelorio, and recorering for 
her her triple inheritance of simplicity, aensuous- 
ness, and passion. Of these, Wordsworth was the 
only conscious reformer; and his hostility to the 
oxiEtiiig formalism injured his earlier poems by 
tingeing them. with something of iconoclastic extrav- 
agance. He was the deepesL.Cb'tnlfer, Keats tlie 
most essentially a poet, and Byron the most keenly 
intellectual of the three. Keats had the broadest 
mind, or at least his mind was open in more sides, 
ami he was able to understand Wordsworth and 
judge Byron, cquilly tonacious, tliraugh bis artistic 
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sense, or t)ie greatnesses of the one, and tlie many 
littlenesses of the other, wliile Wordsworth was iso- 
lated in H feeling of his prophutlc character, and 
Byron had only an uneasy and jealous instinct of 
contemporary merit. Tlie poems of IVonlsworth, 
as he was the most individaal, aecordinnly reHect 
the moods of his own natnre ; those of Ke^its, from 
si'tisitiveness of ot^anization, the moods of his own 
taste and feeling: and those of Byron, who was im- 
pressible iihiefly through the understandincr, the in- 
tellectual and jrioral wants of the times in which he 
lived. Wordsworth has influenced most (he ideas 
of 9uccei.'dinn poets; Keats their forms; artd Byron, 
interesting to men of imaj;ination Xata fur his writ- 
ings than for what his writings indicate, reappi^ars 
no more in poetry, but presents an ideal to yoath 
made restless with vague de^res not yet regulated 
by experiiince nor supplied with motives by the 
duties of life. 

As every young person goes through all the 
world-olil experiences, fancying th«m aomething 
])eeuliar and personal to himself, so it is with every 
new generation, whose youth always finds its repve- 
si^ntatives in its poets. Keats rediscovereil the 
delight and wonder that lay enchanted in the dic- 
tionary. Wordsworth revolted at the poetie diction 
which he found in vogue, but his own langunga 
rarely rises above it except when it is upborne by 
the thought )Keats had an instinct for fine words, 
wliicl I tl mselves pictures and ideas, and had 
nioie of tl e po ve of poetic expression than any 
moik n h plish poet) And by poeljc expression 
we do ot a ean uerety a vividness in particulars, 
but the n 1 tt.el ng which lioightena or subdues a 
passage o a whole poem to the proper tone, and 
gives eu en ssto the effect. Thera is a great deal 
moi-e thin is LommonI) supposed in this choice of 
iiords. Man's thoughts and opinions are in a gri'at 
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degree vassals of him wbo Inveisi's a new phrase or 
reapplies an old epitliet. The thought or feeling 
a tliouaaml times repeated, becomes his at last who 
ntCers it hesL This poner of langiiajK is veiled in 
the old legends which make the invisible powers 
the servants of some word. As soon as we have 
discovered the word for our joy or snn'ow, we are 
no longer ita serfs, but its lonls. We reward tlio 
discoverer of an annsthetic for the body and make 
hiiD member of all the societies, but him who finds 
a nupenthe lor the eouI we elect into the small 
acailemy of the immortals. 

The poems ot Keats mark an epoch in Bnglish 
poetry , for, however often we may find traces of 
It in others in them Ibund its strongest expres- 
sion that reaction anainst the barrel-organ style 
which had been reigning by a kind of sleepy divine 
right for half a tentury. The lowest poini was in- 
dilated when there was such an utter confuanding 
ot the common nnd the uncommon sense that Dr. 
Johnson wrote verse and Bui-ke prose. The mo^ 
profound gospel of criticism was, that nothing was 
good poetrj that could not be translated into good 
pio>e as il on(. should say that the test of sufficient 
moonlight w>£ that tallow-candles could be made 
ot It We find Keala at first going to the other 
extreme, and endeavoring to extract green cucum- 
bers from the raj s of tallow * but we see also incon 
testable pioof of tl gr t ss dp ty t his 
poetic gin m the nsta to d eq 1 b^ 

iinm and re|«TO h I tt p m Alt 
upose alwais lolt} II ai ed Ik th f h 
cigle balaniid u m cabi h I 

liim a vigorous u d rsta d g d I n d self 
equal mea^ore n h th d f It th ht 

em intipated itself from p ^ w 1 b m 
iiig ita tjrant, ad dm fl 1 

together, accordan d h I tl 
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smooth element of his veree. Without losing 
Bensuousness, hia poetry refined itself and gn 
more inward, and the sensational was elevated ir 
tlie typical, by the ooiitrol of that finer sense wbi 
uiiUiirlies the senses and is the spirit of them. 
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POETIC ROMANCK 



THOMAri ClIATTERTON. 
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Knowing -witliin myself the manner in which 
this Poem has been produced, it ia not without a 
feeling of regret that I make it public. 

What manner I mean, will be quite clear to the 
reader, who must soon perceive gi'eat inexperienee, 
immaturity, and every error denoting a feverish 
attempt, rather than a deed accomplished. The 
two first books, and indeed the two last, I feel seii- 
Mble are not of such completion as to warrant their 
passing the press; nor should Ihey if 1 thought a 
year's casiigation would do them any good; — it 
will not; the foundations are too sandy. It is just 
that thia youngster should die away: a sad thought 
for me, if I had not some hope that while it ia 
dwindling 1 may be plotting, and fitting myself for 
verses lit to live. 

This may be speating too presumptuously, and 
may des'.rve a punishment; but no feeling man 
will be forward to inflict it ; he will leave me alone, 
with tlie conviction that there is not a fiercer hell 
than the failure in a great object. This is not 
written with tha least atom of purpose to forestall 
criticisms of course, but from the desire 1 have to 
oontiliale men who are competent to look, and mho 
do look with a zealous eye, to the honor of Eng- 
lish literature. 

The imagination of a boy is healthy, and the 
mature imao-ination of a man is healthy ; but there 
is ^. S[iace of life hetweun, in which the soul is in a 
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ferment, the character undecided, the iray of iif% 
uiitrei'tain, the ambition thick-sighted ; thence pro- 
ceeds mikwkishnesa, and all the thousand bitters 
tvhiuh those men I speak of must necessarily tasle 
in (Eoliig over the following pages. 

I hope I have not in too late a day touched the 
beautiful mylholojj- of Greece, and dulled its 
brightness ; for I wjsh to try once more bufore ] 
bid it farewell. 

TUGKUODTH, April 10, 1318. 
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BOOK I 

A THING of beauty is a joy for ever : 
rts loreliness increHses; tt will never 
Pass into nothingness ; but still will keep 
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 
Full of sweet dreaois, and health, and quiet breatb- 

Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 
A flowery band to bind ua to the earth. 
Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomj' days, 
Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darken'd ways 
Made for our searching ; yes, in spite of all, 
Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spirits. (^Such the sun, the moon, 
Trees old and young, sproutinji a shady boon 
For simple sheep nsnd such are daffodils 
With the green world thej live in ; and clear rills 
That for themselves a coohng covert make 
'Gainst the hot season ; the mid-forest brake, 
BJch with a sprinkling of fair muak-rose hlooois : 
And sueh too is the grandeur of the dooms 
We have imagined for the mighty dead ; 
All lovely tales that we have heird or read : 
An endless fountain of immortal drink, 
Poiiring unto us from the heaven's brink. 

Nor do we merely feel these essences 
For one short hour ; no, even as the trees 
That whisper round a temple become sooii 
Dear as the temple's self, so does the moon, 
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Tlie pasMon j>oesy, glories infinite, 
Haunt us till tbey become a cbeering light 
Unto our souls, and bouni! to us so fast, 
That, whether there be shine, or gloom o'ereaet, 
They alway must be with us, or vie die. 

Therefore, 'tis with full happiness that 1 
Will traoe the story of Endjmion. 
The very music of the name has gone 
Into mj being, and each pleasant scene 
Is growing fresh before me as the green 
Of our own valleys ; so I will begin 
Now while 1 cannot hear the city's din ; 
Now while the early budders are just new, 
And run in mazes of the youngest hue 
About old forests ; while the willow trails 
Its delicate amber ; and the dairy pails 
Bring home increase of milk. And, as the year 
Grows lush in juicy stalks, I'll smoothly steer 
My little boat, for many qoiet hours. 
With streams that deepen freshly into bowers. 
Many and many a verse I hope to write, 
Betbre the dairies, vermeil rimm'd and whil«. 
Hide ill deep herbage; and ere yet the bees 
Hum about globes of clover and sweet peas, 
I must be near the middle of my story. 
O may no wintry season, bare and hoary, 
Sue it half-flnish'd : but let Autumn bold, 
With universal tinge of sober gold. 
Be all alxtut me when Imake an end. 
Anil now at once, adventuresome, I send 
My herald thought into a wilderness : 
There let its trumpet blow, and quickly dress 
My uncertain path with green, that 1 may speed 
Easily onward, thorough flowers and weeij. 

Upon the sides of Latinos was outspread 
A mighty forest ; for the moist earth fed 
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So plenteoualy all weed-hidden tooIs 

Into o'erchanging boughs, and precious fruits. 

And it had gloomy shades, aequestev'd deep. 

Where no man went ; and if" from shepherd's keep 

A lamh straj'd far a-down those inmost glena, 

Never again saw he the Jiappj pens 

Whither hja brethren, blealinfr with content, 

Over the hills at every nightlall went. 

Among the shepherds 'twas believed ever. 

That not one fleeey lamb which thps did sever 

Prom the white flock, but pass'd unworried 

By any wolf, or pard with prying head, 

Uiitii it came to EOiiie unfooted plains 

Whei-e fed Ihe herds of Pan : ay, great his gaioB 

Who thus one lamb did lose. Pallis there were 

Winding through palmy fevn, and rushes fenny, 
And ivj- banks ; all leading pleasantly 
To a wide lawn, whenee one could only see 
Stems thronging all around between the swell 
Of tuft and slanting branches : who could tell 
The ft^ahnesB of the space of heaven above, 
Edged round with dark tree-tops? through whii^ 

Would often beat its wings, and often loo 
A little cloud would move across the blue 

Full in the middle of this pleasantness 
There stoo<i a marble altar, with a tress 
Of flowers budded newly ;' and the dew 
Ha<l taken fairy phantasies to strew 
Daisies npoii the sacred sward last eve. 
And 60 the dawned light in pomp receive. 
For 'twas the mom : Apollo's upwanl fire 
Made every eastern cloud a silvery pyre 
Of brightness so unsullied, that therein 
A melancholy spirit well might win 
Oblivion, and melt out his essence fine 
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Iiilo the winds; rain-scented eglantine 
Gave teiiiparate sweets to that well-wooinn sun : 
The lark was lost in him ; cold sprinj;a had run 
To waroj tbeir uhilliest bubbles in (he grass ; 
Man's voiee was on the mountains ; and the mai 
Of natare's lives and wonders pulsed tenfold, 
To feel this sun-rise and its clones old. 



All suddenly, with jovful cries, there aped 

A troop of little children garlanded; 

Who gathering round the altar, seem'd lo pry 

Earnestly round as wishing to espy 

Some folk of holiday: nor had they waited 

For many moments, ere their eara irere sated 

With a taint breath of music, whieh even then 

Fill'd out its voice, and died away ag^n. 

Within a little spaco ^ain it gave 

Its airy swellings, with a gentle wave. 

To light-hung leaves, in smoothest echoes breakinf 

ThroBgh copse-clad valleys, — ere their death, 

o'ertaking 
The surgy murmurs of the lonely sea. 

And now, as deep into the wood as we 
Might mark a lynx's eye, there glimmer'd light 
Fair faces and a rush of garments white. 
Plainer and pldner showin;;, till at last 
Into the widest alley they all past. 
Making directly (or the woodland altar. 
O kindly muse ! let not my weak tongue falter 
In telling of this goodly company, 
Of their old piety, and of their glee : 
But let a portion of ethereal den 
Fall on my head, and presendy unmew 
My soul ; that I may dare, in wayfaring, 
"" ir where old Chaucer used to sing. 
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Leading the way, young damsela danced along, 
Bearing this burden of a abeplierd's Bong; 
Each having a white wieker, overhrimm'd 
With April's tender youngiings : next, well trinim'd, 
A crowd of shepherds with as sunhnrnt looks 
As may be read of in Arc^adian books; 
Such as aat listening round Apollo's pipe. 
When the great deity, for earth l«o ripe, 
Let his divinity o'erflowing die 
In muat, through the vales of Thessaly : 
Some idly trail'd their sheep-hooks on Ihe ground, 
And soma kept up a shrilly mellow sound 
Wth ebon-tipped flutes: close afler these. 
How coming from beneath the forest trees, 
A venerable priest full soberly, 
Begirt with ministering looks : alway his eye 
SWadfast upon the matted turf he kept, 
And alter him his sacred vestments swept. 
From his right hand there swung a vase, milk- 

Of mi, 

And in 

Of all sweet herEja that searching eye could cull: 

Wild thyme, and valley-lilies whiter still 

Than Leda's love, and cresaesfrom the rill. 

His ajred head, crowne<l with beechen wreath, 

Seem'd like a poll of ivy in the teeth 

Of winter hoar. Then came anotlier crowd 

Of shepherds, lifdng in due time aloud 

Their share of tiie ditty. After them appear^, 

IJp-tbllow'd by a multitnde that rear'd 

Their voices to the clouds, a fair-wrought car 

Il^asily rolling so as scarce to mar 

The freedom of three steeds of dapple brown : 

Who stood therein did seem of great renown 

Among tlie throng. His youth was fully blown, 

Showing like Ganyiiieile to manhood grown; 

And, tbi* those simple rimes, his garments were 
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A chieftain king's ; beneatli liis breast, half bare, 

Wag hung a silver bujile, and betwi^en 

His nervy knees there lay a boai'-sfiear keen. 

A smile waa on Iiis i;ount«nanc-c! ; he swra'd 

To common lookers-on like one who ilreani'd 

or idleness in gi'oves Elysiaii : 

But there were some who ti^elin^ly conld scan 

A hirkinjf trouble in liis nelher lip, 

And see that oftentiuiea the reins would slip 

Throun;h hisforgotten hands ; then would they sigh, 

And think of yellow leaves, of owlets' i^ry, 

Of Ic^ piled solemnly. — Ah, well-a-day. 

Why should our young Endymion pine away ! 

Soon the assembly, in a circle ranged, 
Stood silent round tlie shiine : eat:h look wan 

To sudden veneration : women meek 

Beckon'd their sons to silenee ; while each uheek 

Of virgin bloom paled gently ibr slight fear. 

Endymion too, w)ihout a forest peer. 

Stood, wan, and pale, and with an awed face, 

Among his brothers of the mountain chase. 

In midst of all, the venerable priest 

Eyed them with joy from greatest to the least, 

And, after lifting up hia aged hands, 

Thus spake he : " Men of Latmos 1 shepherd 

bands! 
Whose care it is to guard a thousand flouks: 
Whether descended from beneatli the rocks 
That overtop your mountains ; whether come 
Erom valleys where the pipe is never dumb; 
Or from your swelling downs, where sweet air gtin 
Blue harebells lightly, and where ptickly furze 
Buds lavish gold ; or ye, whose precious chai'ge 
Mbble their fill at ocean's very mai^e. 
Whose mellow reeds are touch'd with sounds Ibrlom 
By the dim echoes of old Triton's horn : 
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Mothers and wives ! who day by day prepare 
The scrip, with needmenla, for the iiiounlain air; 
And all ye gentle girls who foslev up 
Uddurless lambs, and in a little cup 
^Vill pui I'hoiue honey for a tavour'd youth: 
Yea, every one attend I for in good truth 
Our vows are wanting to our great god Pan. 
Are not our lowing heifers aleefeer tli*n 
Night-swollen moshrooms ? Are not our wide 

plains 
Speekled with countless fleeues ? H*ve not raioH 
Green'd over April's lap ? No liowliiig sad 
Sickens our fearful ewes ; and we have had 
Great bounty fi'oin Endymion our lord. 
The earth is glail ; the niorry lark has pour'd 
His early song against yon breezy sky, 
That spreads so clear o'er our solemnity ." 

Thus ending, on the shrine he heap'd a spire 
Of teeming sweets, enkindling sacred fire; 
Anon he stain'd the thiek and spongy sod 
With wine, in honour of the shephurd-^d. 
Now while the earth was drinking it. and while 
Bay loaves were i/raekling in the fragi-ant pile, 
And gummy frankincense wa.i sparkling bright 
'Jifeath smothering parsley, and a hazy light 
tjpreail grayly eastward, thus a chorus sang : 

" O thou, whoso mighty palaue roof doth hang 
From jagged trunks, and overahadoweth 
Kternal whispei-a, glooms, the birth, life, death 
Of anseen flowers in heavy peacefulness ; 
Who lovest to see tho hamadryads dress 
Their rulEed locks where meeting hazels darken ; 
Aud through whole solemn hours dost sit, and 

hearken 
The dreary melody of bedded reeds — 
In desolate places, where dank moisture breeds 
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Tliu pin^ hemlock to strange overgrowth, 
Botliinking thee, how melajielioly loth 
Thou wast to lose fair Syriiix — do thou now, 
By thy love's milky brow I 
" all the trembling mazoB that she ran, 
\r OS, great Pan ! 

" O thou, for whose soul-soothing quiet, turtle? 
Patsion their voices eooingly 'moiig myrtles, 
What time thou wanderest at eventide 
Through sunny meaiiows, that oulskirt the side 
Of thine enmosseil realms : thou, (o whom 
Broad-leaved fig-trees even now foredoom 
Their ripen'd fruitage ; yellow-girted bees 
Their golden honeyuoniba ; our village leas 
Their liurest blossom'd beans and poppied corn ; 
The chueklinj; linnet ita five young unborn, 
To ^ng for thee; low-ereeping strawberries 
Their summer coolness ; pent-up butterflies 
Their frei;kleil winga; yea, the fresh -budding year 
All its coinpletiona — be quickly near, 
By every ^ind that nods the mountain pine, 
forester divine I 

" Thou, to whom every faun and satyr flies 
For willing service ; whether to surprise 
The Hjuatled hare while in lialf-sleepiiig fit; 
Or upward ragged yreeipiues flit 
To saie poor lambkins from the eagle's maw ; 
Or by mysterious enticement draw 
Bewilder'd sliephenla <o their path ^ain ; 
Or to tread breathleas round the frothy mfun, 
And gather up all fancifuilest shells 
For thee to tumble into Naiads' cells. 
And, being hidden, laugh at their out^peoping; 
Or to delight thee with tantastju leaping, 
The while they pelt eaoh other on the crown 
Willi silvery oak-apples, and fir-cones brown ~ 
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Bj qTl the echoes that about thee ring, 
Hear ua, O satjr king I 

■' O Hearkeiier to the loud-elapping shears, 
While ever and anon to his shorn peers 
A ram goes bleating : Winder of the horn, 
When snouted wilif boars routing tender corn 
Anoer our huntsman : Breather round our faims. 
To Keep off mildews, and all weather harms : 
Strange ministrant of undeseribed sounds, 
That come a^wooning OTer hollow grounds, 
And wither drearily on barren moors : 
Dread opener of the mysterious doors 
Leadiiifs to universal knowledge — see. 
Great son of Dryope, 
The many that are come to pay then- vows 
With leaves aboat their brows I 

" Be still the unimaginable lodge 
For solitary thinkings; such as dodge 
Coneeption to the very bourne of heaven, 
Then leave the naked brain : be still the leaven, 
That spreading in this dull and clodded earth, 
Gives it a touch ethereal — a new birth : 
Be still a symbol of immensity : 
A firmament relleuted in a sea; 
An element filling the space between ; 
An unknown — but no more : we humbly screen 
With uplift hands our foreheads, lowly bending. 
And giving out a shout most heaven -rending, 
Conjure ihee to receive our humble Pfean, 
Upon thy Mount Lyceau 1 " 

Even while Ibey brought the burden to a close, 
A shout from the whole multitude arose, 
That linger'd in the air like dying rolls 
Of abrupt thunder, when Ionian shoals 
Of dolpUins bob their noses through the brine. 
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Meantime, on shady levela, mc>ss}r fine, 

Youni; companiea nimbly bujran iiHn<:inn; 

To tbo Bvi\& treble pipe, and humming string. 

Ay, those fiur living lorma snani lieaveuly 

To tunes forgotten — out of memory : 

Fair creatures 1 whose young children's children bred 

Tbermopylffl its heroeu — not yet dead. 

But in old marbles ever beautiful 

High genitors, unconscious did they cull 

Time's sweet firat-fru its — they danced to weariness. 

And then in quiet eircles did they press 

The hillock turf, and caaglit the latter end 

Of some strange history, potent to send 

A young mind from its bodily tenement. 

Or they nii^ht watch the qu<Mt-pitchure, intent 

On either side ; pitying the sad death 

Of Hyavinthus, wlion the cruel breath 

Of Zephyr slew him, — Zephyr penitent, 

"Who now, ere Phosbus mounts the firmament, 

Fondles the flower amid the sobbing r^n. 

The archers too, upon a wider plain. 

Beside ibe leatliery wbizzing of the shaft 

And the dull twanging bowstring, and the rafl, 

Branch down sweephig from a ^1 ash top, 

CalI'd np a thousan<l thoughts to envelope 

Those wlio would watch. Perhaps, the trembling 

And frantic gape of lonely Niobe, 

Poor, lonely Siobe I when her lovely young 

Were dcail and gone, and her caressing tongue 

Lay a lost thing upon her paly lip. 

And very, very deadliness did nip 

Her mutlierly cheeks. Aroused fi-om this sad mood 

By one, who at a distance loud halloo'd, 

l^lifting his strong bow into the air, 

Many might after brighter visions stare : 

After the Argonauts, in blind amaze 

Tossing about on Neptune's restless wavs, 
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Until, from the liorizon's vaulted side, 

There shoh a jjolden splendour far and wide, 

Spangling those miliion poutings of the bi'ine 

With quivering ore : 'twas even an awful shine 

From the exaltation of Apollo's bow ; 

A heavenly beacon in their druarj' woe. 

Who thua were ripe for high contemplating, 

Mi|;ht turn their steps towards the sober ring 

Where sat Endymion and the aged priest" 

' Mong shepherds gone in eld, whose looks increased 

The silvui^y Hutting of their mortal star. 

There they discoursed upon the fragile bar 

That keeps us from our homes ethereal ; 

And what our duties there: to nightly call 

Vesper, the beauty-crest of summer weather ; 

To summon all the downiest clouds together 

For the sun's purple couch ; to emulate 

In ministering the potent rule of fate 

With speed iS' tire-tail'd exhalations ; 

To tint her pallid cheek with bloom, who cons 

Sweet poesy by mooulight: besides these, 

A world of other unguesa'd offices. 

Anon ihey wander'd, by divine converse. 

Into Elj'siiiin ; vying to rehearse 

P]ach one his own anticipated bliss. 

One felt heart-cert^n that he could not miss 

His quick-gone love, among fair bloasom'd boughs, 

Wliere every zephyr-^gh pouts, and enttowa 

Her li|)s with music for the welcoming. 

Auothcr wish'd, 'mid that eternal spring. 



Who, Budiieiily, should stoop through the smooth 

And with the balmiest leaves his temples bind; 
And, ever after, through ihoae regions be 
His messenger, his little Mercury. 
Some were athirst in soul to see ^ain 
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Their {'ellow-huntsmen o'er the wide champaign 
In times long pnst; h> sit with them, and talk 
Of all the chanees in their earthly walk ; 
Comparing, joj fullj, their plt^nttious stores 
Of happiness, to when upon the moors. 
Benighted, close they haddled from the cold, 
And shared their famish'd acripa. Thus alloattold 
Their fond imaginations, — saving him 
Whose eye"lida curtain'd np their jewels dim, 
End^niion : yet hourly had he striven 
To hide the cankering venom, that had riven 
His fainting recolleclJonB. Now indeed 
His senses had awoon'd off: he did not heed 
The sudden silence, or the whispers ion, 
Or the old eyes dissolving at his » " 



IS calls, or close of trembliii" palj 
n'a sigh, that grief itself enXalm: 
e selfsame fixed trance he kept, 



Or maiden's sigh, that grief itself ei 



Ijike one who on the earth had never stept. 
Ay, even aa dead-still as a marble man, 
Prozen in that old tale Arabian. 

Who whispera him so pantingly and close ? 
Feona, his sweet sister : of ail those. 
His friends, the dearest. Hushing signs she made, 
And breathed a wster'a sorrow to persuade 
A yielding up, a cradling on her care. 
Her eloquence did breathe away the curse : 
She led him, like some midnight spirit nurse 
Of happy changes in emphatic dreams. 
Along a path between two little streams, — 
Guarding his forehead, with her round elbow. 
From low^rown branches, and his footsteps slow 
Prom stumbling over stumpa and hillocks small; 
Until they came to where these streamlets fail, 
With mingled bubblings and a gentle rush, 
Into a river, clear, brimful, and flush 
With crystal mocking of the trees and sky. 
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A little shallop, floating there hard by, 
Pointail its beak over flie fringed bank ; 
And BOon it lightly dipt, and rose, amt sank. 
And dipt again, with the young couple's weight, - 
Peona guiding, through the water straight. 
Towards a bowery island oppo^te ; 
Which gaining presently, she steered light 
Into a shady, (resh, and ripply cove. 
Where nesMd was an arbour, overwove 
By many a summer's silent fingering ; 
To whose cool bosom she was used to bring 
Her playmates, with their needle broidery, 
And minstrel memories of times gone by. 



So she was gently glad to see him laid 
Under her favourite bower's quiet shade, 
On her own couch, new made of llower leavef, 
Dried carefully on the eooler side of sheaves 
When last the sun his autumn tresses shook, 
And the tann'd harvesters riuh armfuls took. 
Soon was he quieted to slumbrous rest : 
But, ere it crept upon him, he had-prest 
Peona's busy hand against his lips, 
And sill!, a-sleeping, neld her finger-tips 
In tender pressure. And as a willow keeps 
A patient watch over the stream that creeps 
Windingly by it, so the quiet maid 
Held her in peace : so that a whispeHng blade 
Of grass, a wailful gnat, a bee bustling 
Down in the bluebells, or a wren light rustling 
Among sere leaves and twigs, might all be heard. 

m£^ic sleep 1 O comfortable bird. 
That broodest o'er the troubled sea of the mind 
Till it is hush'd and smooth 1 unconfined 
Restraint 1 imprison'd liberty I great key 
To golden palaciis, strange minstrelsy, 
" '13 grotesque, new ti^es, bespangled caves. 
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Eiilioing grottoes, fill! of tumbling waves 

Anil moonlight ; ay, to all thB mazy world 

Ol' silvery enuhaiilaient I — who, upturl'd 

Ben<!ath thy drowsy wjm a triplu hour. 

But renovates and lives %- — Thas, in the bower, 

£n<lymion was calm'd to life i^ain. 

Opening his eyelids with a healthier brain. 

He said ; " I fuel this thine endearing love 

AU through my bosom : tbou art as a dove 

Trembling itj olosed eyes and sleeked wings 

About mo ; and the pearliest dew not brings 

Sueh morning incense from the fields of May, 

As do those brighter drops that twinkling stray 

From those kind eyes, — the very home and haunt 

Of sistei-ly atfet^tion. Can I want 

Aught else, angbt nearer heaven, than such tears? 

Yet dry them up, in bidding hence all fears 

That, any longer, I will pass my days 

Alone and sad. No, I will onee more raise 

My voice upon the mountain-beights ; onee more 

Make my horn parley irota their foreiieada hoar ; 

Again my trooping hounds tbeir tongues shall loll 

Around tlie breatlied boar; again I'll poU 

Tbe fair grown yew-tree, for a chosen bow : 

And, when the pleasant snn is getting low. 

Again I'll linger In a sloping mead 

To hear the speckled thrushes, and see feed 

Our idle slieep. So be thou cheered, sweet I 

And, if thy lute is here, sofily entreat 

My soul to keep in its resolved course." 

Hereat Peona, in their silver source. 
Shut her pure sorrow'^Irops with glad exclaim, 
And took a lute, from which there pulsing came 
A lively prelude, fashioning the way 
In which her voice should wander. 'Twas a lay 
More subtle-cadenced, more forest wild 
Thau Dryope's lone lullin-^of her.cliild; 
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And nothing aince haa floated in the air 

So mournful strange. Surely some influence rare 

Went, spiritual, through the damsel's hand ; 

For alill, with Delphic emphasis, she spann'd 

The quick invisible strings, even though she saw 

Eiidymion'a spirit melt away and thaw 

Before tiie deep intoxication. 

But soon she came, with sudden burst, upon 

Her selt-possession — swuns; the lute aside. 

And earnestly said : " Brother, 'tis vain to hide 

Tliat thou dost t jw of things mysterious, 

Immortal, starry; such alone could thus 

Weigh down thy nature. Hast thou sinn'd in 

aught 
Offensive to the heavenly powers ? Caught 
A Paphian dove upon a message sent? 
Thy deathful bow s^instsome deer-herd bent, 
Sacred \o Dian ? Haply, thou hast seen 
Her naked limbs amonn the alders green ; 
And that, alas 1 is cieath. No, I can trace 
Something more high perplexing in thy face I" 

Endymion iook'd at her, and presa'd her hand, 
And said, " Art thou bo pale, who wast so bland 
And merry in our meaiiowa? How is this? 
Tell me thine ailment : tell me all amiss I 
Ahl thou hast been unhappy at the change 
Wrought suddenly in me.' What indeed more 

Or more complete to overwhelm surmise ? 

Ambition is no sluggard: 'tis no prize. 

That toiling years would put within my grasp, 

That I have sigh'd for; with so deadly gasp 

No man e'er panted for a mortal love. 

So all have set mj" heavier grief above 

These things whieh happen. Rightly have they 

I, nhu «till saiT the horiiwulal tun 
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HeavB his broad shoulder o'er the edge of the 

Out-facing Luuifer, and then had hurl'd 
Mj spear aloft, as signal for the chase — 
I, who, for very sport of heart, would raee 
With my own steed from Araby ; pluuk down 
A vulture from his towery perching ; frow^ 
A lion into growling, loth retire — 
To lose, at onee, all my toil-breeding fire, 
And wnk thus !owl but I will eaae my breast 
Of seuret grief, here in this bowery nest. 

" This river does not see the naked sky, 
nil it begins to progress silverly 
Around the western border of the wood, 
Whence, from a certain spot, its winding flood 
Seems at the distance like a crescent moon : 
And in that nook, the very pride of June, 
Had I been used lo pass my weary eves ; 
The rather for the sun unwilling leaves 
So dear a picture of his sovereign power, 
And I could witness his most kingly hour, 
When he doth tighten up the golden reins, 
And pauea leisurely down amber plains 
His snorting four. Now when his ehariot last 
Its beams against the zodiac-lion caat, 
There blossom'd suddenly a magic bed 
Of sacred dittany, and poppies red : 
At wliich 1 wonder'd greatly, knowing well 
That but one night had wrought this flowery spell; 
And, sitting down close by, began to muse 
What it might mean. Perhaps, thought I, Moi" 

pheus, 
In passnig here, his owlet pinions shook; 
Or, it may be, ere matron Night uptook 
Her ebon nrn, young Mercury, by stealth. 
Had dipp'd bis rod in it : such garland wealth 
Came not by common growth. Thus on I thought. 
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Until my head was dizzy and dislrauglit. 

Moreover, through the danting poppies stole 

A breezu most softly lulling to my soul ; 

4nd shaping visions all about my sight 

Of colors, winfp, and bursts of spangly light; 

The whifh became more strange, and strange, and 

And then were gulf 'd in a tumultuous swim : 
And tEien I felt asleep. Ah, can I tell 
The enchantment that afterwards befell ? 
Tet it was but a dream ; yet such a dream 
That never tongue, although it overtecm 
With mellow utterance, like a cavern spring. 
Could (inure out and to conception bring 
All I beheld and felt. MetboushE I lay 
Waichinz the zenith, where the milty way 
Among the stars in vit^n splendour pours ; 
And travelling my eye, untU the dooru 
Of heaven appear'd to open for my flight, 
1 became loth and fearful to alight 
Fronfsueh high soaring by a downward glance: 
So kept me steadfast in that airy traiiue. 
Spreading imaginary pinions wide. 
When, presently, the stars began to glide, 
And faint away, before my eager view ! 
At which I sigh'd that I could not pursue, 
And dropp'cl my vision to the horizon's verge; 
And io I from opening clou<la, I saw emerge 
The loveliest moon, that ever silver'd o'er 
A shell for Neptune's goblet; she did soar 
So pasMonately bright, my dazzled soul 
Commingling with her argent spheres did roll 
Through clear and cloudy, even when she went 
At last into a dark and vapoury tent — 
Whereat, methought, the fidless-eyed train 
Of planets all were in the blue again. 
To commune with those orbs, once more I raised 
My ^ght right upwaid ; bat it was quite dazed 
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By a briglit sometJiing, sailing down apaec. 
Making me quickly veil my eyes and face ; 
Again I look'd, and, O ye deities, 
Who frona Olympus watch our destinies ! 
Whence that completed form of all completeness? 
Whence came that high perfection of all sweet- 



earth, and tell me where, O 
where 
Hast thou a symbol of her golden hair? 
Not oat-sheaves drooping in the western sun; 
Not — thy Boft band, fair sister! let me shun 
Such follying before thee — yet she had, 
Indeed, locks bright enough to make me mad ; 
And they were simply gordian'd up and bvEuded, 
Leaving, in naked comeliness, unshaded. 
Her pearl round ears, white neck, and orbed brow; 
The which were blended in, I know not how. 
With such a paradise of lip and eyes, 
Blush-tinted cheeks, half smiles, and faintest sigha, 
That, when I think thereon, my spirit clings 
And plays about its fancy, till the stings 
Of human neighbourhood envenom all. 
Unto what awful power shall I call ? 
To what high faue, — Ah ! see her hovering feet. 
More bluely vein'd, more soft, moi-e whitely sweet. 
Than those of sea-born Venus, when she rose 
From out her cradle shell. Tlie wiud out-btowH 
Her scarf ijito a fluttcrini pavilion; 
'Tis blue, and over-spang1ed with a million 
Of little eyes, as though thou wert tti shed, 
Over the darkest, lushest bluebell bed, 
Haudfuls of daisies." — " Endymion, how strangel 
Dream within dream 1 " — " She took an airy 

And then, towards me, Jike a very maid, 

Came blushing, waning* willing, and afraid, 

And press'd me by the liend : Ah 1 'twas too much ; 
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MethoQght I fEunted at the L-harmed touch, 

Yet lield my veoollection, even as one 

Who dives three fathoma where tbc waters run 

Gurgling in beds of coral ; for anon, 

I fult QDRioanted in that region 

WTiei-e falling atara dart their artillery forth, 

And eagles struggle with the buffelJiig north 

That balances the heavy meteor-atone; — 

Felt.too, I was tiot fearful, nor alone, 

But lapp'd and luil'd along the dangeroua sby. 

Soon, aa it aeem'd, we left our journeying high, 

And straightway into frighttiil eddies swoop'd ; 

Such aa aye muster where gray time has auoop'd 

Huge (lens and cavema in a mountdn'a side : 

There hollow sounds aroused me, and I sigh'd 

To faint once more by looking on my bliss — 

I waa distracted; madly did I kiss 

The wooing arras which held me, and did give 

To take in draughts of life from the gold fount 

OfAind and passionate looks; to count, and coun 

The moments, by some greedy help that seem'd 

A second self, that each might be redeem'd 

And plunder'd of its load of blessedness. 

Ah, desperate mortal ! I even dared to press 

Her vcrj- cheek against my crowned lip, 

And, at that moment, felt my body dip 

Into a warmer air: a moment more, 

Our feet were soft in flowers. There was store 

Of newest' joys upon that alp. Sometimes 

A scent of violets, and blossoming limes, 

Loiter'd around us ; then of honey cells. 

Made delicate from all white-flower bells; 

And once, above the edges of our neat. 

An arch face peep'd, — an Oread as Iguesa'd. 
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Far off, tho shadows of his pinions dark, 

And stare them from me? But no, like a spark 

That De«(ls must die, although its little beam 

Reflects upon a diamond, my aweut dream 

Feil into nothing — into stupid sleep. 

And so it was, until a gentle ureej), 

A careful moving caught my waking ears. 

And up I started : Ah 1 my sighs, my tears, 

My clenched hands ; — for lo T the poppies hung 

Dew-dabbled on their stalks, the ouzel sung 

A heavy ditty, and the sullen day 

Had chidden herald Hesperus away, 

With leaden looks : the solitair breeze 

Bluster'd, and slept, and its wild self did tease 

With wayward melancholy ; and I thought, 

Mark me, Peona ! that sometiuies it brought 

Faint fare-thee-wells, and ^gh-shri!Ied adieus! — 

Away I wander'd — all the pleasant hues 

Of heaven and earth had faded ; deepest shades 

Were deepest dungeons ; heaths and sunny glades 

Were full of pestilent light ; our taintless rills* 

Seem'd sooty, and o'erspread with uptum'd gills 

Of dying lish ; the vermeil rose had blown 

In frightful scarlet, and its thorns outgrown 

Like spiked aloe. If an innocent bird 

Before my heedless footsteps stiir'd, and stirr'd 

In little journeys, 1 beheld in it 

A di^uised demon, missioned to knit 

My soul with under darkness ; lo entice 

My stumblings down some monstrous precipice ; 

Therelbre I eager follow'd, and did curse 

The disappointment. Time, that aged nurse, 

Bock'd me to patience. Now, thank gentle heaven I 

These things, with all their coinibrtiiigs, are ^ven 

To my down-sunken hours, and with thee, 

Sweet sister, help to stem the ebbing sea 

Of weary life." 
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Thus ended he, and both 
Sat silent; for the maid was very loth 
'J'o answer; feeling well that breathed words 
Would all be lost, unheard, and vain a9 swords 
Against the encbased crocodile, or leaps 
Ot grasshoppers against ihe gun. She weeps, 
And wonders ; stniftgles to devise some blame ; 
To put on Euoh a look as would say, Shame 
On Ihii poor loeahiess I but, for all her strife. 
She could as soon have cniah'd away the life 
Ifrom a aick dove. At length, to break the pause. 
She said with trembling chance : " Is this the cause ? 
This alt ? Yet it i3 strange, and sad. alau 1 
That one who through this middle earth should pass 
Most like a sojourning demi'^od, and leave 
His name upon the harp-striiig, should acbieTe 
No higher bard than simple maidenhood, 
Silling alone, and feartully, — how the blood 
Left his j-oung cheefc ; and how he used to stray 
He knew not where: and how he would say, nay. 
If any said 'twas love : and yet 'twas love ; 
What could it be but love ? How a ring-dove 
Iiet full a sprig of yew-tree in his path 
And how be died : and then, that love doth scathe 
The gentle heart, as northern blasts do rosea j 
And (hen the ballad of his sad life closes 
With sighs, and an alas ! — Endymion ! 
Be rather in the trumpet's mouth, — anon 
Among the winds at large — that alt may hearkeni 
Although, before the crystal heavens darken, 
I watch and dole upon the alver lakes 
Fiutured in western cloudiness, that takes 
The semblance of gold rocka and bright gold sands, 
Islands, and creeks, an<l amber-fretted strands 
With horses praneinn o'er them, palaces 
And towers of amethyst, — would I so tease 
My pleasant days, because I could not mount 
Into those regions ? The Morphean fount 
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Of that fine element that visions, dreams, 

And fitful whims of sleep are made of, streams 

Into its airy channula tiitb no subtle, 

So thin a breathing, not the spider's shuttle. 

Circled a million times within the space 

Of a swallow's uest-door, could delay a trace, 

A tinting of its quality : how light 

Must dreams themselves be; seeing they're mor 

slight 
Than the mere nothing that engenders them ! 
Then wherefore sully the entrusted gem 
Of high and noble life with thoughts so sick ? 
Why pierce high-fronted honour to the quick 
For nothing but a dream ? " Hereat the youth 
Look'd op : a conflicting of shame and ruth 



! yet his ej 
n Zephyr b 



A little breeze to creep between the fans 
Of careless butterflies; amid his pains 
He seem'd to taste a drop of manna-dew, 
Pull palatable ; and a colour grew 
Upon his cheek, while tlius he litiifiil spake. 



My tbii'st for the world's praises; 

No merely slumberous phantasm, could unlace 

The stubborn canvas for my voyage prepared — 

Though now 'tis tatter'd ; leaving my bark bared 

And sullenly drilling : yet my higherrhope 

Is of too wide, t«o rainbow-large a scope. 

To fret at myriads of earthly wrecks. 

Wherein lies happiness ? In that which becks 

Our ready minds to fellowship divine, 

A lellowship with essence ; till we shine, 

Full alchemized, and free of space Behold 

The clear religion of heaven I Fold 

A roHC-leaf round thy finger's taporness, 

And soothe thy lips : hist I when the airy stresa 
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Of music's fcisa impregnates the free winds, 
And with a. sympathetic Couch unbinds 
S^oWaM magic from their luutd wombd ; 
Then old songs waken from enclouiled tombs; 
Old ditties sigh alwve their fatlier's grave ; 
Ubosts of mekxiiaus prophesyings rave 
Bound every spot where trod Apollo's foot; 
Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit. 
Where long ago a giant battle was ; 
And, from the turf, a lullaby doth pass ' 
In every place where infant Orpheus slept. 
Feel we these things I — that moment have t 

Into a sort of oneness, and our state 
Is like a floating spirit's. But there are 
Richer entanglements, enthralmeiits far 
More self-destroying, leading, by degreea. 
To the chief intensity : the crown of these 
Is made of love and friendship, and sits high 
Upon tiie forehead of humanity. 
All its more ponderona and bulky worth 
Is friendship, whenee there ever issues forth 
A steady splendour; but at the tip-top. 
There hangs by unseen film, an orbed drop 
Of light, and that is love : its influence 
Thrown in our eyes genders a novel sense. 
At whiuh we start and tret : till in the end. 
Melting into its radiance, we blend. 
Mingle, and so become a part of it, — 
Nor with aught else can our souls ioterknit 
So wingedly : when wecorabine therewith, 
Life's self ia nourish'd by its proper pith, 
And we are nurtured like a pelican brood. 
Ay, so delicious is the unsating food, 
That men, who might have tower'd in the van 
Of all the congregated world, to fan 
And winnow irom the coming step of time 
All chaff of custom, wipe away all slime 
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Whilst they did sleep in love's Elysium. 
And, truly, 1 would rather be stniek dumb. 
Than speak against this ardent iistleEsness ; 
For I have ever thouL'ht that it might bless 
The world with benefits unknowingly ; 
Aa does the nightingale, up-perched high, 
And cloister'd among cool and bunch^ leaves — 
She sings but to her Jove, nor e'er conceives 
How tiptoe Night holds back her dark-gray hood. 
Just so may love, although 'lis understood 
The mere commingling of passionate breath. 
Produce more than our searching witnesseth: 
What I know not: but who, of men, can tell 
That flowers would bloom, or that green fruit would 

To melting pulp, that fish would have bright mail. 
The earth its dower of river, wood, ami vale. 
The meadows runnels, runnels pebble-stones, 
The seed its harvest, or the lute its tones. 
Tones ravishment, or ravishment its sweet, 
If human souls did never kiss and greet '/ 

"Now, if ^is earthly love has power to make 
Men's being mortal, immortal ; to shake 
Ambition from tbeir memories, and brim 
Their measure of content ; what merest whim, 
Seems all this poor endeavour after fame. 
To one, who keeps within his steadfast aim 
A love immortal, an immortal too. 
Look not so wilder'd; for these things are true, 
And never can be born of atomies 
That buzz about our slumbers, like brain-flies, 
Leaving us fancy-sick. No, no, I'm sure, 
My restless spirit never could endure 
To brood BO long upon one luxury. 
Unless it did, though fearfully, espy 
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A hope beyond the shadow of ei dream. 

My saj-iiiga will the less obscured seem 

When I liave told thee how my waking sight 

Has made me sciruple whether that same night 

Was pass'd in dreaming. Hearken, sweet Peonal 

Beyond the matron-temple of Laloiia, 

Whieh we should see but for these darkening 

houghs. 
Lies a deep hollow, from whose ragged brows 
Bushes and trees do lean all round athwart. 
And meet so nearly, that with wings outraught, 
And spreaded tail, a vulture eoutd not glide 
Past them, but he must brush on eveiy side. 
Some moulder'd steps lead inio this cool cell, 
Far as the slabbed margin of a well, 
Whose patient level peeps its crystal eye 
Right upward, through the hushes, to the sky. 
Oft have I brought (hee flowers, on their stalks set 
Like vestal primroses, but dark velvet 
Eitges them round, and they have golden pits: 
'Tivas there I got them, from the gaps and slits 
In a mossy stone, that sometimes was my seal. 
When all above was faint with mid-day heat. 
And there in stiife no burning thoughts (o heed, 
I'd bubble up the water through a reed ; 
So reaching oack to boyhood : make me ships 
Of moulted feathers, touchwood, alder .chips, 
With leaves stnck in them ; and the Neptune be 
Of their petty ocean. Oftener, heavily. 
When lovelorn hours had left me less a child, 
I sat contumplatin;; the figures wild 
Of o'cr-head ck)uds melting the mirror through. 
Upon a day, while thus I watch'd, by flew 
A cloudy Cupid, with his bow and quiver; 
So plainly charaoter'd, no breeae would shiver 
The happy chance : so happy, I was faia 
To follow it upon the open pl^u, 
And, therefore, was just going ; when, behold ! 
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A wonder, fair as any I have told — 

Tlie same bright face I tasted in my sleep, 

Smiling in the elear well. My'hearl did leap 

TliTOUgh the cool depth. — ]t moved as if to flee— 

I started up, when lo I refreshfully, 

There came upon my face, in plenteous showers. 

Dew-drops, and dewy buds, and leaves, and flowers^ 

Wrapping all objects from my smother'd sight, 

jjatliing my s^nt in a new delisbt. 

Ay, such a breathless honey-feel of bliss 

Alone preserved me from the drear abyss 

Of death, for the fair form had gone again. 

Pleasure is oft a visitant ; but pain 

Clings cruelly to us, like the gnawing sloth 

On nie deer's tender haunches : late, and loth, 

"fis seared away by slow returning pleasure. 

How sickening, how dark the dreadful leisure 

Of weary days, made deeper exquisile. 

By a foreknowledge of unslumbrous night 1 

Like sorrow came upon me, heavier still. 

Than when I wander'd from tbe poppy hill : 

And a whole ^e of lingering moments crept 

Slu^ahly by, ere more contentment swept 

Away at onte the deadly yellow spleen. 

Yes, thrice have I this fair enchantment seen ; 

Once more been tortured with renewed life. 

When last the wintry gusts gave over strife 

With the conquering sun of spring, and leil th* 

skies 
Warm and serene, but yet with moisten'd eyes 
In pily of the shatter'd infant buds, --■ 
That time thou didst adorn, with amber studs, 
My hunting-cap, because I laugh'd and smiled, 
Chatted with thee, and many days exiled 
All tiirment from my breast ; — 'twas ^ven then, 
Straying about, yet coop'd up in the den 
Of helpless discontent, — hurling my lance 
From place to place, and following at. chance. 
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At last, by hap, throujih some young trees it struck, 

And, plashing among bedded pebbles, stuck 

In the middle of a brook, — whose silver ramble 

Down twenty little falls through reeds and bramble, 

Tracing along, it brooght me to a cave, 

Wlience it ran brialitly forth, and white did lave 

The nether sides of mossy stones and rock, — 

'Mong which it gurgled blithe adieus, to mock 

Its own sweet grief at parting. Overhead, 

Hung a lush screen of droopiiifi weeds, and ipread 

Thick, as to curtain up some wood-nymph's home. 

' Ah I impious mortal, whither do 1 roam ! ' 

Said 1, low-voiced r ' Ah, whither I 'Tis the grot 

Of Proserpine, when Hell, obscure and hot, 

Doth her resign ; and where her tender hands 

She itabbles on the cool and sluicy sands; 

Or 'tis the cell of Echo, where she sits, 

And babbles thoroogh silence, till her. wits 

Are gone in tender madness, and anon. 

Faints into sleep, with many a dying tone 

Of sadness. O that she would take my vows, 

Anil breathe ihem sighingly among the boughs, 

To sue her gentle ears for whose fair head. 

Daily, 1 pluck sweet flowerets from their bed. 

And weave (hem dyingly — send honej-whispew 

KouLid every leaf, that all those gentle lispers 

May sigh my love unto her pitying ! 

O charitable Echo I hear, and sing 

This ditty lo her 1 — tell her' — Solstay'd 

My foolish tongue, and listening, half afrdd. 

Stood stupefied with my own empty folly. 

And blushing for the freaks of melancholy. 

Sail tears were Coming, when 1 heard my name 

Most/ondly lipp'd, and then these accents came ; 

' Endymion I the tave is secreter 

Than the isle of 'Delos. Echo hence shall stir 

No sighs but sigh-warm kisses, or light noise 

Of tliy combiiio hand, the while it travelling cloys 
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And tretnblea through my labyrintliinc hair.' 

At that oppresa'd, I liurried in. — Ah! where 

Are those swift momenta I Wliither are they fled ? 

I'll smile no more, Peona ; nor will wed 

Sorrow, the way to death ; but patiently 

Bear up against it: so farewell, sad sigh; 

And come instead demurest medilation, 

To occupy me wholly, and to fashion 

My pilgrimage for the world's dusky brink. 

Ho more will I count over, link by link, 

My chain of grief; no longer strive to find 

A half-fot^tftlness in mountain wind 

Blustering about my ears: ay, thou shall see. 

Dearest of sisters, what my Mfe shall be ; 

What a calm round of hours shall make my days. 

There is a. paly flame of hope that plays 

Where'er I look: but yet, I'll say 'tis nought 

And here I bid it die. Have not I taught. 
Already, a more healthy countenance ? 
By this the sun is setting; ; we may chance 
Meet some of our near-dwellers wilb my ear." 

This said, he rose, faint-smiling, like a star 
Through autumn mists, and took Peona's hand! 
They stept into the boat, and launch'd from land. 



BOOK n. 



u power of love I O grief I O balm ! 
jiii recurus, saving thine, COme cool, and calm. 
And shadowy, through the mist of passed yeav: 
For others, good or bad, hatred and tears 
Have become indolent ; but touching thine, 
One sigh doth echo, one poor sob doth pine. 
One kiss brings honey-dew from buried days. 
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The woos of Troy, towers smothering o'er tli,:ir 

blaze, _ 
Stiil-holden shields, far-piercing spears, keen blades. 
Straggling, and blood, and shrieks — all dimly fades 
Into some backvard comer of the brain ; 
Yet, in our very souls, we feel am^n 
The close of Troilus and Cressid sweet. 
Henee, pageant history ! hence, gilded cheat 1 
Swart planet in the universe of deeds ! 
Wide sea, that one continuous munmir breeds 
Along the pebbled shore of memory I 
Many old rott^n-timbery boats there be 
Upon tliy vaporous bosom, magnified 
To goodly vessels; many a sail of pride. 
And golden-keel'd, is \eu. unlaunch'd and dry. 
But wherefore this ? What care, though owl did fly 
About the great Athenian admiral's mast ? 
What care, though striding Alexander past 
The Inilits with his Macedonian numbers? 
Though old Ulysses tortured from his slumbers 
The glutted Cyclops, what care ? — Juliet leaning 
Amid her minilow-flowers, — sighing, — weaning 
Tenderly her fancy from its maiden snow, 
Doth more avail than tbeso : the silver flow 
Of Hero's tears, the swoon of Imogen, 
Fair Pastorella in tiie bandit's den. 
Are things to brood on with more ardency 
Than the death^day of empires. Fearfully 
Must such conviction come upon his head, 
Who, thus far, discontent, has dared to tread. 
Without one muse's smite, or kind behest, 
The paib of love and poesy. But rest, 
In cnafinff restlessness, is yet more drear 
Than to be crush'd, in striving to uprear 
Love's standard on the battlements of song. 
So once more days and nights aid me along. 
Like legion'd soldiers. 
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Brain-sk'k sliep>ip«)-prince 
What promise haat thou faithful jiuarded siiioe 
The day of sauriSte? Or, have nuw hoitows 
Come with the constant dawn upon thy morrowB 
Alas! 'tig hia old grief. For many days, 
Has he been wandering in uncertain ways: 
Through wildemeas, and woods of mossed oaks; 
Counting his woe-worn minutes, by the atrokes 
Of the lone wood-cutter; and listening still. 
Hour aller hour, to each lush-leaved nil. 
Now he is sitting by a shady spring. 
And elbow-deep with feverous fingering 
Stems the upbursting cold ; a wild rose-tree 
Pavilions him in bloom, and he doth see 
A bud which snares his fancy : lo I but now 
Ho plucks it, dips its stalk in the water : how 1 
It swells, it buds, it flowers beneath his sight ; 
And, in the middle, there is softly pight 
A golden butterfly; upon whose wings 
There must be surely oharacter'd strange things, 
For with wide eye he wonders, and smiles oft. 

Lightly this little herald flew aloft, 
FoUoVd by glad Endymion's clasped hands: 
Onward it flies. Froui languor'a sullen bands 
His limbs are loosed, and eagtir, on he hies 
Dazzled to trace it in the sunny skies. 
It seeni'd he flaw, the way so easy *aa ; 
And like a new-bom spirit did be pass 
Through the green evening quiet in the sun, 
O'er many a healh, through many a woodland dun, 
Through buried paths, where sleepy twilight dreams 
The summer time away. One track unseams 
A wooded cleft, and, far away, (he blue 
Of ocean fades upon him ; then, anew, 
He sinks adown a solitary glen, 
Where there was never sound of mortal men, 
Saviug, iMii'haps, some suow-Iight cadences 
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Mdtinj to sileoL'e, when upon tlie breeze 
SoLiii! holy hark let foi'th an anthem sweet, 
To eheer_ itself to Delphi. Still his feet 
Went swift beneath the merry-winged guide, 
Until it reaehM a splashing fountain's eide 
ThEit, nuar a cavern's month, Ibr ever pour'd 
Unto tlie temperate air; then high it Eoar'd, 
Ami, downward, suddenly began to dip. 
As if, Htliirst with no mueh toil, 'twould sip 
Tlie eiTMt^il spout-head : so it did, with touch 
Most delicate, as though alraid to smutch. 
Even with mealy gold, the waters clear. 
But, at that very tonch, to disappear 
So fairj--tiuii:k, was strange ! Bewihlered, 
Endyiiiion sought around, and shook each bed 
or covert flowers in vain ; and then he^ flung 
Himself along the grass. What gentle tongne. 
What whisperer, disturb'd his gloomy rest ? 
It was a nymph uprisen to the breast 
In the fountain's pubbly mHir«;in, and she stood 
'Mong lilies, like the younjrest of the brood. 
To him her <lrinping hand she softly kist. 
And anxioiLiiy tegan to pl^t and twist 
Her rinjjlets round hi!r fingers, saying ; " Youth I 
Too long, alas, hast thou starved on the ruth, 
Tlw bitterness of love : too long indeed. 
Seeing thou art so gentle. Could I weed 
Thy SOU) of care, by heavens, I would offer 
All the bright riches of my crystal coffer 
To Anipliitrilfl ; all my ulear-eyed fish. 
Golden, or rainbow-sided, or purplish, 
Verrailion-tail'd, or finn'd with silvery gauze ; 
Yea, or my veined pebble-floor, that draws 
A virgin-light to the deep ; my grotto-aands, 
Tawny and gold, oozed slowly from far lands 
By my diligent springs ; my level lilies, shells, 
My charming-rwi, my potent river apella ; 
fes, every thing, even to the pearly cup 
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Meander gave me, — for I bubbled up 

To I'aiiidiig creatures in a desert wild. 

But noe ia me, I am but m & ehild 

To dladden thee ; and all I dare to say, 

Is, that I pity thee ; that on this day 

I've been thy guide ; that thou must wander far 

In other regions, pnst the scanty bar 

To mortal steps, before thou canst be ta'en 

From every wasting sigh, f'ram every pain. 

Into the gentle bosom of thy love. 

Why it is thus, ona knows in heaven above ; 

But, a poor Naiad, I guess not. FarewelU 

i have a ditty for uiy hollow cell." 

Hereat she vanish'd from Endymion's gaze, 
Wlio brooded o'er the water in amaze ; 
The dashing fount ])our'd on, and where its poo) 
Lay, half asleep, in grass and rushes cool. 
Quick waterflitifl and gnats were sporting sdll. 
And fish were dimjiling, as if good nor ill 
Had fallen out that hour. The wanderer, 
Holding his forehead, to keep olf the burr 
Of smothering fancies, patiently sat down ; 
And, while beneath the evening's sleepy fkiwn 
Glowworms began to trim th^r starry lamps. 
Thus breathed he to himself: " Whoso encamps 
To take a faneied city of delight, 
O what a ivretch is he I and when 'lis his. 
After long, toil and travelling, to miss 
The kernel of his hopes, how more than vile 1 
Yet, for him there's refreshment even in toil : 
Another eity doth he set about. 
Free from the smallest pebble-bead of doubt 
That he will seize on trickling honey-couibs : 
Alas ! he finds them dry ; and then he foams. 
And onward to another city speeds. 
But this is human life ; the war, the deeds. 
The disappointment, the anxiety. 
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Imagination's atruowks, far and nioh, 

All human ; beariiiij in themselvus this good, 

That they are still the air, the subtle food, 

'J'o luaJtH us feel existence, and \o aliow 

How quiet death ia. Where soil is, muii grow, 

Whether to weeds or flowers ; but for uie, 

There ia no depth to strike in : I can aea 

Nodght eartlJy worth mj- compassing ; ao stand 

Upon a misty, jutting head of land — 

Alone ? No, no; and by the Oiphean lute, 

When mad Eurydioe is listening to 't, 

Pd rather stand upon this uiisly peak. 

With not a ihin^ to ash for, or to seek, 

But the sort shadow ol my tlirice-eeen love, 

Tlian be — I eare not what. O meekest dove 

Of heaven ! O Cynthia, fen-tiiues bn"\ii and fair ! 

From thy blue throne, now filliiig all.tho air. 

Glance BUTone little beam ai' tomper'd light 

Into' my bosom, that the dreadful might 

And tyranny of love be somewhat scared ! 

Tet do not so, sweet queen ; one torment spared, 

Would give a pang to jealous misery. 

Worse than the torment's self: butralher tie 

LarM wings upon my shoulders, and point out 

My love's far dwelling. Though the playful roul 

Of Cupids shtin thee, too divine art thou, 

Too keen in beauty, for thy silver praw 

Not to have dipp'd in love's moat gentle stream. 

O be propitious, nor severely deem 

My madness im|)ious; for, by all the stara 

That tend thy bidding, I do 'think the bars 

That kept m^ spirit in are burst — that I 

Am aadmg with thee througli the dizzy sky I 

How beautiful thou art I The world how <ieep ! 

]l(iw tremulouB-dazzlingly the wlicil,-' sivocp 

Around their axle 1 Then ibusif flcEmiin" rtins. 

How lilhe ! When this tby cliiiriol ^ill^dns 

\t' a.\\y g'>;il, hEi|>l_v aonic Iiuwt'i- i I'ilzi 
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Tliose twilight e}'eB? Those eves! — my spirit 

Dear goddess, help ! or the wide gapinj; air 

Will gulf me — helpl" — At this, with maddea'd 

And lifted handa, and trembling lips, he stood ; 
Like old Deuualion mountain'd o'er the flood, 
Ol* blind Oj'ioti hungi'y for tlie uioi'ji. 
And, but from the deep cavHrn there was borne 
A voice, he had been froze to senseless stone ; 
Nor sigh of his, nor plaint, nor passion'd moan 
Had more been heard. Thus swell'd it forth; 

" Descend, 
youn" mountaineer 1 descend where alleyii bend 
Jnto the sparry hollows of the world I 
Oh hast thou seen bolls of the thunder hurl'd 
As from thj- threshold ; day by day hast buen 
A little lower than the chilly sheen 
Of icy pinnaules, and dipp'dst thine arms 
Into the deadening ether tliat xtill i/harms 
Their m<trl)le huing : now, a^ deep profound 
As those are high, dwcund 1 He ne'er is crown'd 
With immortality, who fears to folio* 
Wliei'e aii'y voitea lead: so Ihrough the hollow. 
The silent uiysteriea of earth, descend ! " 

He heard but the last words, nor ioaM contend 
One moment In reflection ; for he fled 
Into the (earful deep, to hide his head 
Pram the clear moon, the trees, and coming mad- 



'Twaa far too strange, and wonderful for aadnesa ; 
Sharpening, by degrees, his appetite 
To dive into the deepest DatV,'nor Ught, 
The region ; nor bright, nor sombre, wholly, 
Bat mingled np ; a^loaHiing uielancholy ; 
A dusky empire ami its diadems ; 
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One faint eternal eventide of gems. 

Ay, mil! ions sparkled on a vein of gold, 

Along wliose track the prince quii:!: footsteps told, 

Witli ail its lines abrupt and anpnjar : 

Out-shooting sometimes, like a meteor star, 

Tliroujrh a vast antre ; then the metal woof 

Like valean's rainbow, with some monstrous roof 

Curves liugely: now, far in the deep abyss, 

It seems an angry lightning, and doth hiss 

Fancy iiilo belief; anon it leads 

Through winding passages, where sameness breeds 

Vexing ronceplions of some sudden change ; 

Whether to silver grots, or giant range 

Of sapphire columns, or fantastic bridge 

Athwart a flood of crystal. On a ridge 

Now fareth he, that o'er the vast beneath 

Towers like an, ocean-cliff, and whence he seetb 

A hundred waterfalls, whose voices come 

But as the murmuring Bui^e. Chilly and numb 

His bosom grew, wli^n first he, far away, 

IJcsi-ribed an orbed dianiond, set to fray 

Old Darkness from his throne : 'twas like the sun 

Uprisen o'er chaos : and with snch a stun 

Came the amazement, that, absorb'd in it. 

He saw not fiercer wonders — past the wit 

Of any spirit to tell, but one of those 

■Who, when this planet's sphering time doth close, 

Will be its high remembrancers : who they ? 

The mighty ones who have made eternal day 

For Greece and England. While astonishment 

With deep-drawn sighs was quieting, he went 

Into a marble gallery, passing through 

A mimic temple, so complete and true 

In aacreil custom, that he well nigh fear'd 

To search it inwards ; whence far off appear'd, 

Through a long pillai^d vista, a fair shrine, 

And, just beyond, on light tiptoe divine, 

A quiver'd Dian. Stepping awfully. 
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The ycmlh approaoh'cl ; oft tnrnin" his yyil'd eye 

Down sillBlonji aisles, and into tiithes olil : 

And, when more near anainat the marble t-old 

He had toai^li'd his forehead, he began to thread 

All eourts and passo^xs, where silen'je dead, 

Housed by his whiBperinji footsteps, niumnirM faint 

And lonn; he traversed to and fro, to acquaint 

Himself with every mystery, and awe; 

Till, weary, he sal down before the maw 

Of a wide outlet, fathomless and dim, 

To wild uni'ertainty and shadows grini. 

There, when new wonders ceased to float before, 

And thou^rhts of self came on, how erude and sora 

The journey homeward to habitual self I 

A mad piii'sninn; of the fbg-bom elf. 

Whose flitting lantern, through rude nettle-brier, 

Chuats us ijito a swamp, into a fire, 

Into the bosom of a hated thing. 

What misery most drowningly doth sing 
In lone Endymion'a ear, now he has caught 
The ^oal of conseiousness ? Ah, 'tis the thought, 
The deadly feel of solitude : for lo 1 
He cannot see the heavens, nor the flow 
Of rivers, nor hill-flowera running wild 
III pink and purple chequer, nor, up-piled. 
The cloudy rack slow journeying in the west, 
Like herded elephants ; nor felt, nor prest 
Cool grass, nor tasted the fresh slvimberous air ; 
But far from such companionship to wear 
An unknown time, surcharged with pnef, away, 
Was now his lot. And must he patient stay, 
Trailing fantastie figures with his spear? 
'■ No I" exclaim'd he, " why should 1 tarry here ?" 
No! loudly echoed times innumerable. 
At which he straightway started, and 'gan tell 
His paces back into (h* temple's chief; 
Warming and glowing strong in the belief 
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or help from DIan ; so that when again 

He caunht her airy form, thus (lid lie plain, 

Moving more near the wliile ; " Haunter chaste 

or river aides, and wood.s, am] heatliy waste, 

Where with thy silver bow antl arrows keen 

Art then now for«Bted ? wooiiland Queen, 

What smoothest air thy smoother forehead wooi ? 

Where dost thon listen to the wide halloos 

Of thy disparted nymphs? Through what dark tree 

Glimmers thy crescent 1 Wheresoe'er it be, 

'Tis in the breath of heaven : thou dost taste 

Preedom.Hs none ean taste it, nor dost waste 

Thy loveliness in dismal elements; 

But, finding in our jrreen earth sweet contents, 

There livest blissfully. Ah. if to thee 

'It feels Elysian, how rich to me. 

An exiled mortal, sounds its pleasant name! 

IVilhin my breast there lives a cbokinj; flame — 

let aie cool it zephyr-boughs among I 

A homeward fever parches op my tongue — 

O let me slake it at the runnmg springs! 

Upon my ear a noisy nothitift rings — 

let me once more hear the linnet's note 1 

Before mine eyes thick films and shadows float — 

O li't me 'noint them with the heaven's light I 

Dost thou now lave tliy feet anil ankles white ? 

think how Bweet to me the freshening sluice ! 

Dost thou now please thy thirst with berry-juice ? 

tliink how this dry palate woald rejoii;e ! 

If iu soft slumber thou dost hear my voice, 

think how 1 should love a bed of flowers ! — 

Young goddess ! let me see my native bowersi 

Deliver me from this rapacious deep ! " 
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And airy cradle, lowly bow'd his face, 
Desponding, o'er the marble floor's cold thrilL 
But 'twas not long ; for, sweeler than the rill 
To its old channel, or a swollen tide 
To uiarwin sallowa, were the leaves he spied, 
And flowers, and wreaths, and ready myrtle crowns 
Vpheaping through the slab : refreshment drowns 
Itself, and striven its own delights to hlile — 
Nor in one spot alone ; the floral pride 
In a long whispering birth enchanted grew 
Before Ms footsteps ; as when heaved anew 
Old ocean rolls a lenn;then'd wave to the shore, 
Down whose green back the short-lived foam, all 

Bursts gradual, with a wayward indolence- 
Increasing still in heart, and pleasant sense, 
Upon his fairy journey on he hastes ; 
80 anxious for the end, he scarcely wastes 
One moment with his hand among the sweets : 
Onward he goes — he stops — bis bosom beats 
As plainly in bis ear as the faint charm 
Of which the throbs were born. This slill alarm, 
This sleepy music, forced bim walk tiptoe ; 
For it came more softly than the east could blow 
Arion's magic to the Atlantic isles ; 
Or than the west, made jealous by the smiles 
Of throned Apollo, could breathe back the lyre 
To seas Ionian and Tyrian. 

O did he ever live, that lonely man. 
Who loved — and music slew not ? 'Tis (he pest 
Of love, that fmrest joys give most unrest ; 
That things of delicate and tenderest worth 
Are swallow'd all, and made a seared dearth, 
By one consuming flame : it doth immerse 
And suffocate true blessings in a curse. 
Half-happy, by comparison of hliss. 
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Is miserable. 'Twas even so with this 
D('w-(iropjiing ineloily, in the Carian's ear; 
First lieaven, then hell, and then forgotten clear 
Vanisb'd in elemental pasBioii. 

And down some swart abysm he had (wue, 
Had not a heavenly jiiuide benignant led 
To where thick myrtle branches, 'jjainst his head 
Brushing, awaken'd : then the sountis again 
Went noiseless as a passing noontide rain 
Over a bower, where little space he stood ; 
Por as the sunset peeps into a wood, 
80 saw he panting light, and towards it went 
Through wmding alleys; and lo, wonderment I 
Upon soft verdure saw, one here, one there, 
Cupids a-slumbering on their pinions fair. 

After a thousand mazes overgone. 
At last, with suddtm step, be came upon 
A chamber, myrtle-wall'd, embower'd high, 
Full of light, incense, tender minstrelsy, 
And more of beautiful and strange beside: 
For on a silken couch of rosy pride, 
In midst of all, there lay a sleeping youth 
Of fondest beauty ; fonder, in fair sootb. 
Than sighs could fathom, or contentment reach : 
And (;Bv«rIidB gold-tinted like the peach, 



Not hiding up an' Apollonian curve 
Of netk and shoulder, nor the tenting swerve 
Of knee from knee, nor ankles pointing light; 
But rather, giving them to the ml'd sight 
Olficiously, Sideway his face reposoa 
On one white arm, and tenderly unclosed. 
By t«ndereat pressure, a funt damask mouth 
To slumbery pout ; just as the morning south 
Disparts a dcw-lipp'd rose. Above lii^ lioad. 
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Four lily stalka did their wliite honours wed 
To malie a coronal ; and round him grew 
All tendrils green, of every bioom and hue. 
Together intertwined and trammeU'd fresh : 
The vine of glossy sprout ; the ivy mesh. 
Shading its Ethiop berries; and woodbine, 
or velvet-leaves and bugie-blooms divine ; 
Convolvulus in streaked vases flush ; 
The creeper, mellowing for an autumn blaaL ; 
And virgin's bower, trailing airily; 
With otEers of the sisterhood. Hard by. 
Stood serene Cupids watehing silently. 
One, kneeling to a lyre, touch'd the strings, 
IMufHing (o death the pathos with his wings; 
And, ever and anon, uprose to look 
At the youth's slumbei' ; while another took 
A willow bough, distilling odorous dew, 
And shook it on his hair ; another flew 
In through the woven roof, and tluttering-wise 
Rain'd violets upon his sleeping eyes. 

At these enchantments, and j'et many more. 
The breathless Ijalmian wouder'd o'er and o'er ; 
Until impatient in embarrassment. 
He forthright paas'd, and lightly treading went 
To that same feather'd lyrist, who straightway, 
Smiling, thuij whisper'd ; " Though from upper day 
Tlinu art a wanderer, and thy presence here 
Might seem unholy, be of happy cheer ! 
For 'tis the nicest touch of human honour. 
When some ethereal and high-favouring donor 
Presents immortal bowers t« mortal sense; 
As now 'tis done to thee, Endymion. Hence 
Was I in no wise startled. So recline 
Upon these living flowers. Here is win^, 
Alive with sparkles — never, I aver. 
Since Ariadne was a vintager, 
So cool a purple : taste tlmse jui(;y pears. 
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Sent me by aad Vertamnus, when his fears 

Were high about Pomona: here ia fream, 

Deepenitiij to riuhness from a snowy jrleam ; 

Sweeter than that nurso AmaltJii^a xlcimni'd 

For the boy Jupiter : and here, ninlimm'd 

By any toneh, a bunch of blooming; plums 

Keady to melt between aninfant'ri iruiiis: 

And here ia manna picfc'ii from Syrian trees. 

In starlight, by the three Hepperidea. 

Feast on, and meanwhile I will let thee know 

or all thesu tliinirs around us." He did so, 

Still brooding o'ur the cailerice of his lyre ; 

And thus : " I need not any hearing tire 

By telling how the sea-born godded pined 

For a mortal youth, and how she strove to Wnd 

Him all in all ninio her doating self 

Who would not be so prtson'd ? but. fond elf. 

He was content to let her aniot^us plea 

Faint through his careless arms ; content to see 

An unseized heaven dying at his feet ; 

Content, O fool ! to make a cold retreat. 

When on the pleasant grass such love, lovelorn, 

Laj- sorrowing ; when awry tear was born 

Of diverse passion ; when her lips and eyea 

Were elosed in sullen moisture, and quick stgba 

Came vcx'd and pettish ihrounh her nosti'ils small. 

Uusli 1 no exclaim — yet, justly might'st thou call 

Curses upon his head. — I was half glad. 

But my poor mistress went distract and mad, 

^Vhen the boar lusk'd him: so away she flew 

To Jove's high throne, and by her plainings drew 

Imiiiortal tearw3rops down the thunderer's beard ; 

Whereon, it was decreed he should be rear'd 

Each Kummer-timu to lite. Lo! this is he, 

That same Adonis, sale in the privacy 

Of this still region all bis wintei^sleup. 

Ay, sleep ; for when our love-sick queen did weep 

Over his waned corse, the tremulous shower 
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Heal'd np the wounil, and, with a balmy power, 

Mi^diuined death to a lun-iCheii'd drowsiness : 

The which she fills with visions, and doth dress 

III all this quiet luxury ; and hath set 

Us youu^ immortals, without any let. 

To watiih his slumber through. 'Tis well nigh 

Even to a moment's filling; np, and fast 

She sends with summer breezes, to pant through 

The first long kiss, warm firsCling, to renew 

Euibower'd sports in Cytherea's isle. 

Look, how those winf>ed listeners all this while 

Stand ansious! see! behold!" — Thiselamant word 

Broke throngh tbo careful silence ; for they heard 

A rustling noise of leaves, and out there, flu tter'd 

Pigeons and doves : Adonis something muHer'd, 

The while one hand, that erst upon his thigh 

Lay dormant, moved eonvnUed and padually 

Up to his forehead. Then there was a hnin 

Of sudden voices, echoing, " Come ! come 1 

Arise ! awake I Clear summer has forth walk'd 

Unto the clover-sward, and she has talk'd 

Full sootliiiigly to every nested finuh ; 

Rise, Cnpids I or we'll give the bluebell pinch 

To your <limpled arms. Once more sweet life be- 

_ gin I " 
At this, from every side they hurried in, 
Rubbing their sleepy ej-es with lazy wrists, 
And doublinj> overhead their little fists 
In backward yawns. But all were soon alive: 
For as deUeious wine doth, sparkling, dive 
In nectar'd elouds and curls through water fiur. 
So from the arbour roof down swell'd an air 
Odorous and enlivening ; making all 
To laugh, and play, and sing, and loudly call 
For their sweet queen; when lo! the wreathed 

Dis[iarted, and far npivard could be seen 
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RIiio heaven, and a silver car, air-borne, 

Wliosu nileiit wheels, fresh wet from (ilnMils of morn, 

Spun off a driKzlirift dew, — whifli falling diill 

Oh soft Adonis' alioulders, made him still 

NoBtlu and lurn uoeasilj- about 

Soon were tbe white doves plain, with necka 

HtretL-li'd out. 
And silken traces lighten'd in descent : 
And soon, returning from love's banishment. 
Queen Venus leaning! downwaiil open-arm'd ; 
Her shadow fell upon his breast, and eharm'd 
A tumult to his heart, and a new life 
Into biieyea. Ah, miserable strife. 
But for her eoraforting ! unhappy sight. 
But meeting her blue orb* I Who, who can write 
or these first minutes ? The unchariest muse 
To euibraeementB warm as theirs makes coy excuse. 

O it has ruffled every spirit there, 
Savins; love's self, who stands superb fo share 
The genoi-al gladness : awfully lie stands ; 
A sovereign nuell is in his waving hands ; 
No sight can bear the lightning of his bow ; 
His quiver is mysteriiius, none can know 
U'hat themselves think of it; from forth his ejes 
Thei'B darts strange light of varied hues and dj-ea 
A scowl U soraetimea on his brow, but who 
I-oolt full upon it feel anon the blue 
Ot his fair eyes mn liquid through their souls. 
Eiidymion fuels it, and no more controls 
The burning prayer within him ; so, bent low, 
He had begun a plaining of his woe. 
But Venus, bending forward.-said; "My child, 
Favour this gentle youth ; his days are wild 
Withlove — ho — but alas! (oo well I see 
Thou know'st the deepness of his misery. 
Ah I smile not so, my son : I tell ihee trae, 
That when through heavy hours I used to rue 
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The endless sleep of this new-born Adon', 

Tliia Btranjrer aye I pitied. For upon 

A dreary morninE once I fled away 

Inio the breezy elouds, to tveep and pray 

For tills my love : for vexing Mars had Ceased 

Mu even to tears : thence, wben a little eased, 

Uown-looking, vacant, through a liazy wood, 

1 saw this youth as he despairing stood : 

Those same dark curls blown vafrrant in the wind 

Those same full fringed lids a constant blind 

Over his sullen eyes: I saw him thi'ow 

Himself on wither'd leaves, even as Ihongb 

Dt-ath had eome sudden ; for no jot be moved, 

Yc( mmter"d mildly. I ooiild hear he loved 

Some fair immortal, and that his cmbrai^e 

Had zoned her through the night. There is nu 

Of this in heaven : I have mark'd eaiih cheek, 

And find it ia the vainest thing to seek ; 

And that of all things 'tis kept seoretest. 

En<lymion 1 one day thou wilt be blest : 

So siill obey the goiding band that fends 

Thee safely through these wonders for sweet ends. 

'Tis a concealment needfnl in extreme ; 

And if 1 guess'd not so, the sunny beam 

Thou shouldst mount up fo with me. Now adieu 1 

Here must we leave thee." — At titeso words up (lew 

The impatient doves, up rose the floating tar. 

Up went the hum celestial. High afar 

'I'he Latmain saw them minish into nought; 

And, when all were clear vanish'd, still he caught 

A vivid lightning from that dreadful bow. 

When all was darken'd, with ^tnean throe 

The eai-th closed — gave a solitary moan — 

And left him once again in twilight lone. 

He did not rave, be did not stare asrhast. 
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Anrl he in loneliness : he felt assured 
iH liajipy times, nrben all lie had endured 
Would seem a feather to the roightv [)i'Lze. 
So, with unusual jrlailness, on he hies 
Tliraujih caves, and palat-es of jnottled ore, 
Gold dome, and ci^elal wall, and turqucis floor, 
Blatk polish'd porticos of awful sha/ie, 
Ami, at the last, a diamond balustrade. 
Leading afar paat wild mi^initicetiue. 
Spiral through ruggedest loopholes, and Ihence 
Stretching across a void, then ("uidinj! o'er 
Enormous chasms, where all foam and roar, 
Streams subterranean tease their granite beds ; 
Then hcighten'd just above the silvery heads 
Of a thousand fountains, so that he could dash 
The waters witli his spear ; but at the splash. 
Done hnedli-ssly, thone spouting columns rose 
Sudden a poplar's height, and 'gan to inclose 
His diamond path wilh fretwork streaming round 
Alike, and dazaling cool, and with a sound, 
Hapty, like dolphin tumults, when sweet shells 
Welcome the float of Thetis. Long he dwells 
On this delight; for, everj minute's space, 
ThB streams with changed magic interlace: 
Sometimea like delicalest lattices, 
Cover'd with crystal vines; then weeping trees, 
Moving about as in a gentle wind. 
Which, in a wink, to waterjr gauze refined, 
Pour'd into shapes of curlain'd canopies. 
Spangled, and rich vfith liquid broideiies 
Uf flowers, peacocks, swans, and naiads fair. 
Swifter than lightning went these wonders rare j 
And then the water, into slnbixirn streams 
Collecting, mimick'd the wrought oaken beams, 
Pillars, and frieze, and high fantastic roof, 
Of those dusk places in times far aloof 
Cathedrals call'd. He bade a loath farewell 
To these founts Protean, i^ssing gulf, and deli, 
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Ami toirent, and ten thousand jutting shapes, 

Half seen throiin:h deepest gloom, and frrisly g'lpea, 

Blatkeniiip on every side, an<J ovei'hoad 

A viiulterj dome like heaven's lar bespread 

With starlight cema ; ay, all so hoge and strangu, 

Tiie nohtary felt a hurried change 

Workinji; within him into soraetliiiij; dreary, — 

Vex'd like a morning eagle, lost and weary, 

And purblind amid foggy midnight wolds. 

But he revives at once : for wlio behokia 

Nmv sudden things, nor easts his mental slough ? 

Forth from a rugged arch, in the dusk below, 

Came mother Cybele ! alon« — alon« — 

lii souibre chariot ; dark fohliuffs thrown 

Alx>ul her majesty, and fi-ont death-pale, 

\V'ith turrets crowii'd. Four maned lions hale 

The sluggish wheels ; solemn their toolbed mans. 

Their surly eyes brow-hidilen, heavy paws 

Uplifted diiDweily, and nervy tails 

Cowering their fawny brushes. Silent sdls 

Tliia sliadowy queen athwart, and faints away 

In another gloomy aruh. 

Wherefore delay, 
Young traveller, in such a mournfiil place? 
Art thou wai'wom, or canst not tiirther trace 
The diiimond jjath ? And does it indeed end 
Abrupt in liiliiille mrl Yet earthward bend 
Thy forehead, and to Jupiter doud-borne 
Call ardently I He was indeed wayworn ; 
Abrnjit, in middle air, his way was lost; 
To cloiul-borne Jove he bow'd, and there erost 
Towards him a large eajtle, 'twixt whose winfp, 
Without one impious word, hhnaolf he flings, 
Committed to the <iarknesa and the gloom: 
Down, down, uncerliun to what pleasant doom. 
Swift as a fathoming plummet down he toll 
Throu^fh unknown things; till exhaled asphodel, 
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Anil rose, with spicy faniiings interbrpaiLed, 
Came swelling forth wliere little cavea were 

wreathed 
So tliiuk with leaves and mosses, that thej Beem'd 
Larffl! hoiieycombg of gt^en, and freshly teem'd 
With aira delicious. In the greenest nook 
The eagle landed him, and farewell took. 

Tt was a jasmine bower, all bestrewn 
With golden moss. His every sense had grown 
Ethereal for pleasure ; 'bove his head 
Flew a delight half-graspable ; his tread 
Was Hesperean; to hia capable ears 
Silence was music from the holy spheres; 
A dewy luxury was in his eyes ; 
The little flowers felt his pleasant sighs 
And sdrr'd them faintly. Verdant cave and cell 
He wanderM through, oft wondering at such swell 
Of Budden exaltation : but, "Alas I " 
Said he, " will all this gush of feeling pass 
Away in solitude V And must they wane. 
Like melodies upon a sandy plain. 
Without an echo ? Then shall I be left 
So sad, so melancholy, so bereft I 
Yet still I feel immortal ! O my love, 
My breath of life, where art thou ? High above. 
Dancing before the morning gates of heaven ? 
Oi- keeping wateh among those starry seven, 
Old Atlas' children ? Art a maid of the waters, 
One of shell-winding Triton's brightrhairM daugh- 

Or art, impossible ! a nymph of Dian'a, 

Weaving a coronal offender scions 

For very idleness'? Wliere'er thou art, 

Methinfcs it now is at my will to start 

Into thine arms ; to scare Aurora's train. 

And snatch thee from the morning; o'er (he main 

To scud like a wild bird, and take thee utT 
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From tliy sea-foamy cradle ; or to iloiT" 

Thy sliepherd vest, and woo thee 'mid fi-csh leaves. 

No, no, loo eaipfi'ly my soul deiwives 

Its powerle99 self: I knon this c-annot be. 

let me tht'n by sorcvi street dreaming (lee 

To her entrancements : hither sleep awhile 1 

Hither nia't jjentle sleep ! and sootiiing foil 

For some few honrs tlie coming solitude." 

Thus spake he, and that moment felt endued 
With power to dream delieiously ; so nound 
Through a dim pass^, searching till he found 
Tlie smoothest mossy bed and deepest, irhere 
He threw hiinwif, and just into the air 
Stretching hb indolent arms, he took, bliss I 
A naked waist: "Fair Cupid, wheneeis this?" 
A well-lcnown vmoe sigh'd," Sweetest, here am 1 1" 
At which sofl ravishment, with dodng cry 
Tbey trembled to eauh other. — Helicon ! 
O fbuntaiu'd hill I Old Homer's Helicon I 
That thou wouldst spout a little streamlet o'er 
These sorry pages; then the verse would soar 
And «ng above this gentle pair, like lark 
Over his nested young ; but all is dark 
Around thine aged t«p, and thy clear fonnt 
Exhales in niists to heaven. Ay, the conuC 
Of minbty Poets is made up; the stroll 
Is folded by the Muses; the bright roll 
Is in Apollo's hand: our dazed eyes 
Have seen a new tinge in the western sklea! 
The world has done its duty. Yet, oh yet. 
Although the sun of poesy is set. 
These lovers diil cniorace, and we must weep 
That there is no old power leA to steep 
A quill immortal in their joyous tears. 
Long time in silence did their anxious fears 
Question that thus it was; long time they lay 
Fondling and kissing every doubt away; 
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Long time ere soft caressing sobs began 

To miillow into words, and then tliere ran 

Two bubblina f[)i'mp;s of talk from Iheir sweet tips. 

" O known Unknown ! from wliom my being dps 

Siicb dai'linir essence, wheiiilbre may I not 

Be evur in tliese arms ? in tEiis sweet epot 

Pillow m3' tliin for ever? ever press 

These toying hands and kiss their smooth excess? 

Why not for ever and for ever feel 

That breath about my eyes ? Ah, thou wilt steal 

Away fram me again, iniieed, indeed — 

Thou wilt be gone away, and wilt not heed 

My lonely madness. Speak, my kindest fairl 

Is — isittobeso? No! Who will dare 

To pluck thee from me? And, of thine own 

will, 
Full well I feei thou wouldst not ieave me. Still 
Lwt me entwine thee surer, surer — now 
How oan we part '/ Elvsitim ! Who art thou 1 
Who, that thou canst not be for ever here. 
Or lift me with thee to some starry sphere 'i 
Enchantress I tell me by thia sofr embrace, 
Hy the most sort complexion of thy face. 
Those lips, O slippery blisses! twinkling eyes, 
And by these tenderest, milky sovereignties — 
These tenderest, and by the nectar-wine, 

The passion " " loved Ida the divine 1 

Kndyinion 1 dearest ! Ah, unhappy me 1 

His soul will 'scape us — felicity ! 

How he does love rae ! His poor temples beat 

To the very tune of love — how sweet, sweet, 

llevive, dear yonlh, or I shall fnint and die ; 
Revive, or these soft hours will hurry by 
In tranced dullness ; speak, and let that spell 
AftVight this lethai^ ! I cannot quell 
Its heavy pressure, and will press at least 
My lijis to thine, that they may richly feast 
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Unlil wc taste the life of love f^ain. 

Wliatl dost thou move? dostkisa? O bliss !_ O pain! 

I love thee, youth, more than I can conceive ; 

And 80 long absence i'rom tlice doth bereave 

My soul of any rest : yet must I hence : 

Yet, can I not to starry eminenoe 

Uplift thee ; nor for very shame uaii own 

Myself to thee. Ah, dearest ! do not groan, 

Or thou wilt force me from this secrecy, 

And 1 mist blush in heaven. O that I 

Had done it already I that the dreadful smiles 

At my lost brightness, my impaseion'd wiles, 

Had waned from Olympus' solemn height. 

And from all serious Gods ; that our delight 

Was quite forgotten, save of us alone 1 

And wherefore so ashamed? "Tis but to atone 

For endless pleasure, by some coward blushes: 

Yet must 1 be a coward ! Horror rushes 

Too palpable before me — the sad look 

Of Jove — Minerva's start — no bosom shook 

With awe of purity — no Cupid mnion 

In reverence veil'd — my crystalline dominion 

Half lost, and all old hymns made nullity I 

But what is this to love ? Oh ! 1 could fly 

With (hee into the ken of heavenly powers, 

So thou wouldst thus, for many sequent hours, 

Press me so sweetly. Now I swear at once 

That 1 am wise, that Pallas is a dunce — 

Perhaps her love like mine is but unknown — ■ 

Oh ! I do think that I have been alone 

In uhastiiy ! yes, Pallas has been sighing, 

While every eye saw me my hair uptyinj; 

With fingers cool as aspen leaves. Sweet love ! 

I was as vague as solitary dove, 

Kor knew that neals were built. Now a soft kiss — 

Ay, by that kiss, 1 vow an endless blias, 

An immortality of passion 's thine : 

Ere bng I will exalt thee to the shine 
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Of heaven ambrosial ; and we will shade 

Ourselves whole simimevs by a river glade; 

And I will tell thee stories of the sky, 

And breathe thee whispers of ila niiiistrulsy. 

My happy love will overwiiig all bounds ! 

O let ine melt into thee I let tlie aoiinds 

Of onr close volees marry at their birth ; 

Let us entwine hoveringly 1 O dearth 

Of hnman words I rou^neaa of mortal speech 1 

Lispings empyrean will I sometimes leath 

Thine honey'd tongue — lute- breathings whiuh [ 

gasp 
To have thee andevstand, now while I tiasp 
Thee thus, and weep for fondness — I am pain'd, 
Endymion : woe ! woe I is pief eontaiii'd 
In the very deeps of pleasure, mj- sole life ? " — 
Horeat, with many sobs, her gentle strife 
Melted int^ a languor. He return'd 
Entranced vows and tears. 

Ye who have yearn'd 
With too mtich passion, will here stay and pity. 
For the mere sake of truth ; as 'tis .t difty 
Not of these clays, but Ion" ago 'twas told 
By a cavern wind unto a iorest old ; 
And then the forest told it in a dream 
To a sleepinj! lake, whose cool and level gleam 
A poet caught as he was journey in™ 
To fhoshus' shrine; and in it he did fling 
ilis weary limbs, bathing an hour's space, 
And after, straight in that inspired place 
He sang the story up into the air. 
Giving It universal freedom. There 
Has it been ever sounding for those ears 
Whose tips are glowing hot. The legend cheers 
Yon sentinel stars ; and he who listens to it 
Must surely be self-dooiu'd or he will rue it ; 
For quenchless burnings come upon the heart, 
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Made fiercer bj- a fear lest any j-art 

Should be engulfed in the eddying wind. 

As muuli as here U penu'd doth alwayfl lind 

A i-esting-plaue, thus much comos clear and plain } 

Anon the stranjio voic* i» upon the wane — 

And 'tis bnt echoed from departing ^ound. 

That the fair visitant at last unwound 

Her gentle limbs, and left the j'Outb asleep. — 

Thus the tradition of the gusly deep. 

Now turn we to our former chroniclers. — 
£niI}'niion awoke, that gnef of hers 
Sweet painino: on hia ear : he sickly jaesa'd 
How lone he was once more, and sadly press'd 
His empty arms together, hun'r his head. 
And mosl forlorn upon that widow'd bed 
Sat silently. Love's madness he had known: 
Often with more than tortured lion'a groan 
Moanings had burst from him ; but now that rage 
Hail paaa'd away ; no lonnjer did he waije 
A rough-voiced war against the dooming stars. 
No, he had felt too much for such harah jars : 
The lyre of his soul iEolian tuned 
Foi^t all violence, and but communed 
With melancholy thoujiht : O he had swoon'd 
Drunken from pleasure's nipple ! and his love 
Hencwiforth was dove-like. — Loth was he to niove 
From the imprinted t'ouch, an<l when he did, 
Twas with slow, languid paces, and face hid 
In muffling hands. So temper'd, out be stray'd 
H^ilf seeing visions that might have disma/d 
Alecto'a serpents; ravishments more keen 
Than Hermes' pipe, when anxious he did lean 
Over eclipsing eyes : and at the last 
It was a sounding grotto, vaulted, vast, 
O'erstiidded with a thousand, thousand pearls, 
And crimson-mouthed shells with stubborn curia, 
Of every shape and size, even to the bulk 
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In wTiich whales harbour close, lo' brood and sulk 

Ajrainst an endless storm. Moreover too, 

Fisli-semblances, of green and iizure hue, 

Iteady to snort their streams. ]n this cool wonder 

Endj-mion sat down, and 'gan to ponder 

On all his life : his youth, up to the daj- 

When 'mid auc^laim, and feasts, and garlands gav, 

He stepp'd upon his shephei-d throne : (he look 

Of his white palace in wild forest nook, 

And all the revels he had lorded there : 

Eaoh tender m^den whom be once thought fair. 

With every friend and fellow- wood laniler — 

pHEo'd like a dream before him. Then the spur 

Of the old bards to mighty deeds: his plans 

To nurse the golden age 'mong shepherd clans : 

That wondrous night : the great Fan-festival : 

His aster's sorrow ; and his wanderings all. 

Until into the earth's deep maw he rush'd : 

Then all its buried magic, till it flush'd 

Hijrh with excessive lovei '\ And now," thought he, 

" How long muat I remdn in jeopardy 

Of blank amazements that amaze no mure ? 

Now I have tasted her sweet sou! to the core, 

All other depths are shallow : essences, 

Once spiritual, are like nmddv lees, 

IMcaiit but to fertilize my earthly root, 

And make my branches lift a golden fruit 

Into the bloom of heaven ; other light, 

Though it he quick and sharp enough to blight 

The Olympian eagle's vision, is dark, 

Dai'k as tlie parentage of chaos. Hark 1 

My silent thoughts are echoing frojn these shells ; 

Or they are but the ghosts, the dying Hwella 

Of noises far away ? — list ! " — Hereupon 

He kept an anxious ear. The humming tone 

Came louder, and behold, there as he lay, 

On either side outgush'il, with misty spray, 

A copious spring ; and both together dash'd 
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Swift, mad, fantastic round tlie riy;ks, anr] l.ish'd 
Among the conclis and shells. of t)ie lofty ;!i*ot, 
Leaving a tricklin|i dew. At last they shot 
Down ftv>m the teiliiig'a height, poiirin;; a noise 
Ai of some breathluss rauera whose hopes poiae 
Upon the last few steps, and with sjiinit Ibi'ce 
Along the ground they took a winding (»urse. 
Endymion follow'd — for it seem'il that one- 
Ever pursued, the other strove to shun — 
Follow'd. their languid mazes, till well nigh 
He had left thinkmg of the mystery, — 
And was now rapt m tender hovfTiiiga 
Over the vanish'd bliss. Ah ! what is it sings 
His dream away ? What metoilius nre these 1 
They sound as through the whispei-iiiii of trees, 
Not nadve in sueh barren vaults. Give ear I 

" O Arethusa, peerless nj-mphl why fear 
Suuh tenderness as mine ? Great Dian, why. 
Why didst tliDU hear her prayer ? O that I 
Were ripplinj! round her dainty fairness now, 
Circling about her waist, and striving how 
To entiee her to a dive ! then stealini; in 
Between her luscious lips and eyelids thin. 
O that her ahiiiiiig hair was in the Bun, 
And I distilling from it thence to run 
In amorous rillet« down her shrinking &rm ! 
To linger on her lily shoulders, warm 
Betwuen her kissing breasts, and every eharm 
Touch-raptured ! — see how painfully I flow : 
Fair maid, be pitiful to my great woe. 
Stay, stay thy weary course, and let me lead, 
A happy wooer, to the flowery mead 
Where all that beauty snared me." — " Cruel 
Desist I or my oflended mistress' nod 
Will att^nale all ihy fountains ; — tease me not 
With syren words — Ah, have I really got 
Such power to madden thee V And is it true 
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Away, away, or I shall dearly rue 

My v«iy thoucrlits : in iimrcy then away, 

Kindest AlphuuR, for ahnulil I obey 

My own dear will, 'twould be a clcailly banc" — 

" (>, Oreail-Queen 1 would tliah tlinii hadst a pain 

Like this of niine, then woulil I fearless turn 

Anil be a criminal." — " Alas, I burn, 

1 shuilder — jjentle river, get thee lieniie. 

Alphens 1 thou enuhanter 1 every sense 

Of mine was once made perfect in these woods. 

Presli breezes, boivery lawns, and inpocent floods, 

K[>o fruits, and lonely eouc-h, c-ontuntment gave ; 

But ever wnee I heedlessly did lave 

In thy deceitful stream, a pantinjr glow 

Grew strong within me : wherefore serve me so, 

And call it love 7 Alas ! 'twas cruelty. 

Not once more did I close my happy eyes 

Amid the thrush's soni;. Away I avaunt! 

'twas a cruel thing." — " Now tliou dost taunt 
So softly, Ai-utlmsa, that 1 think 

If thou wast playing on my shady brink, 

Thou wouldst bathe once again. Innocent maid I 

Stifle thine heart no more ; — nor be afraid 

Of anTy powers : there are deiriea 

Will shade as with their wines. Those fitful sighs 

lis almost death to hear : O let me pour 

A dewy balm upon them 1 — fear no more. 

Sweet Arethusa I Dian's self must feel. 

Sometimes, these very pangs. l>ear maiden, steal 

Blushing into my soni, and let us fly 

These dreary caverns for the open sky. 

1 will delight thee all my winding course. 
From the green aea up to my hidden source 
About Arcadian forests ; and will show 
The channels where my coolest waters flow 
Thnju<!li mossy rocks; where 'mid exuherant green 

1'han Saturn in his eiile ; where I brim 



r„-.dh.Google 



Ilijimd fiowery islands, and fake thonee a skim 

or mealy sweets, whieli myriads of boes 

Ifuzz from their bonoy'd iviiigs ; and tliou sliouldst 

please 
Thyselr to ohoose the richest, whtre we miglit 
Be intense-pi llow'd every summer night. 
DolT all aad fears, thou white delieiousness, 
And let ns be thus comforted ; unless 
Tliou eouldst I'ejoice to see my hopeless stream 
Hurry distracted from Sofa temperate beam, 
Ami pour to death along some hungry sands." — 
" What can I do, Alpheiis ? Diaii stands 
Severe before me : persecuting fate I 
Unhappy Art^thuda! thou wast late 
A huntress free in — " At this, suilden fell 
Those two sai! streams a<!own a feavful dell. 
The Laimian listen'd, but he heard no more, 
Save echo, faint repeating o'er and o'er 
The name of Arethuea. On the verge 
Of that dark ^ulf he wept, acid said ; " I ui^ 
Thee, gentle Godilcss of uiy pilgriuiage, 



And make them happy in some happy pialt 

Ho turn'd — there was a whelming soui 
stept. 
There was a cooler light; and so he kept 
Towards it by a sandy path, and lo ! 
Store mddunly than doth a inomenC go, 
The visions of the eairth were gone and flei 
He saw the giant sea above hb head. 
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TftKBE are who lord it o'er their fellow-men 

With most prevailing tinsel r wlio unpen 

Tlieir baaing vanities, to browse away 

The comfortable green and juiey hay 

From human pastures ; or, torturing fact 1 

Who, through an idiot blink, will see anpaek'd 

Pire-branded foxes to sear up and ange 

Our gold and ripe-ear'd hopes. With not one 

Of sanetiiary splendour, not a sight 
Able to face an owl's, they still are dight 
By the bleai'-eyed nations in empurpled vests, 
And crowns, and turbans. With unladen breasts, 
Save of blown aelf-applauae, they proudly mount 
To their spirit's perch, their being's high account, 
Their tiptop nothings, their duU skies, their 

thrones — 
Amid the fieree intoxicating tones- 
Of truni[iet3, shoutings, and belabour'd drums. 
And sudden eannon. Ah I how all this hums. 
In wakefid ears, like uproar past and gone — 
Like thunder-clouds that spaiie lo Babylon, 
And set those old Chaldeans to their tasks. — 
Are then realities all gilded masks? 
No, there are throned seats unscalable 
But by a patient ning, a constant spell. 
Or by ethereal tilings that, unconfined. 
Can Lijake a ladder of the eternal wind. 
And [foisc about in cloudy thunder-tents 
To wati-h the abysm-birth of elements. 
Ay. 'bove the withering of old-lipp'd Fate 
A thousand Powers keep religious state, 
In water, fiery realm, and airy bourne ; 
And, silent as a consecrated urn. 
Hold sphery sos^ons for a season due. 
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Yet few of these far majesties, ah, few I 

Have bared tlieir operations to tliis globe — 

Fev?, who with gorgeous pageantry linrobe 

Our piete of heaven — whose beiievolunce 

Sliakes hand with our oivn Ceres ; every sense 

Filling with spiritual swoetd to plenitude, 

As bees gorjre full their i-ells. And by the fead 

'Twixt Nothing and Creation, I here swear, 

Eterne Apollo ! that thy Sister fair 

J* of all these the gentlier-micrhtiest. 

When thy gold breath is misting in the neat. 

She unobserved steals unto her throne. 

And there she sits moat meek and most alone ; 

As if she had not pomp subservient; 

As if thine eye, hi^h Poet! was not bent 

Towards her with the Muses in tliine heart ; 

As if the minist'ring stars kept not apart^ 

Wailing for silver-footed niessagea. 

O Moon ! the oldiat shades 'inong oldest trees 

Feel palpitations when thou lookest in : 

O Moon ! old boughs lisp fm'th a holier din 

The while tbey Jeel thine airy fellowship. 

Thou dost hlesa everywhere, with silver lip 

Kissing dead things to life. The sleeping Idne, 

Couch'd in thy brightness, dream of fields dlvina 

Innumerable mountains rise, and rise. 

Ambitious for the hallowing of thine eyes ; 

And yet ihy benediction passeth not 

One ob*:ui-e hiding-place, one little spot 

Whei'e pleasure may he sent : the nested wren 

Ha-i thy fair face within its tranquil ken, 

Anil from beneath a sheltering ivy leaf 

Tak<'s glimpses of thee ; thou art a relief 

To ttie poor patient oyster, where it sleeps 

Within its pearly house ; — The mighty deeps, 

The monstrous sea is thine — the myriad sea I 

O Moou ! far spooming Oeeaii bows to thee. 

And Tullus feela her forehead's cumbrous load. 
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Cyntliia ! wliere art thou now ? What far abode 
Of preen or silvery bower doth enshrine 
Siieh utmost beauty ? Alas, thou (lost pine 
For one as sorroivful ; thy theek is pale 
For one whose cheek is pale : thoa dost bewail 
His tears who weeps for tliee 1 Where dost thou 

All 1 surely that lifrht peeps from Vesper's eye, 
Or, what a thing is love ! 'Tis She, but lo I 
How uhanjjed, hoif full of ache, how crone in woe ! 
She dies at the thinnest cloud ; her loveliness 
la wan on Neptune's blue : yet there's a stress 
Of love-spanglas, just ofl' yon cape of trees, 
l>ancin<> upon the waves, as if to please 
The curiy foam with amorous influonee. 
O, not so idle ! for down glancing thence. 
She fa<honi9 eddies, and funs wild about 
O'erwhelming water-courses ; fli;aring out 
Tlie thorny sharks from hiding-holes, and fright^- 

Thcir savage eyes with unaccusfom'd lightning. 

^Vhere will the splendour be content to reach ? 

love I how potent hast thou been to teach 

Strange journeyingsl Wherever beauty dwells, 

In gulf or aerie, moantaitis or deep dolla, 

In light, in ghratn, in star or blazing sun. 

Thou pointest out the way, and striught 'tis won. 

Amid his l«il thou gavest Leander breath ; 

Thou leddest Orpheus through the gleams of 

death ; 
Thou niadest Pluto bear thin element ; 
And now, O wini;ed Chieftain 1 thou hast sent 
A moonbeam to the deep, deep water-world, 
To tind Endymion. 

On sold sand impearl'd 
With lily sheila, and pebbles milky white, 
Poor Cynthia greeted him, and soothed her light 
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Against his pallid face : hfi felt Hie ehann 

To breatlilesanes9, and suddenly a warm 

Of his heart's blood : 'twas vepy sweet ; he stay'd 

nis wanilering steps, and lialf-entranueil laid 

ills head upon a tuft of strflftjrliiift weedu, 

To taste the {leiitle moon, and fi'eaheninf! heads, 

LashM from the urystri roof by fishes' tails. 

And so he kept, until the rosy veils 

Mantlinft the eaat, by Aurora's peering hand 

Were lifted from the water's breast, and fann'd 

Into sweet (ur ; and sober'd mornins came 

Meekly through billows : — when like taper-flame 

Left sudden by a dallying; breath of air, 

He rose in silence, and once more 'gan fare 

Along bis fated way. 

Far had he roam'd, 
With nothing save the hollow vast, that foam'd 
Above, around, and at his feet ; save things 
More dead than Morpheus' imagininjjs : 
Old rusted anchors, helmets, breastplates lar^e 
Of ^ne sea-warriors ; brazen beaks and targe ; 
Rudders (hat for a hundred years had lo^t 
The sway of human hand; gold vase eniboss'd 
With long-forgotten story, and wherein 
No reveller had over dipp'd a chin 
Bat those of Saturn's vintage ; mouldering scrolls, 
Writ in the tongue of heaven, by those souls 
Who first were on the earth ; and sculptures 

In ponderous stone, developing the mood 

Of ancient Kox ; — then skeletons of man. 

Of beast, behemoth, and leviathan, 

And elephant, and eagle, and huge jaw 

Of namule.4B monster. A uold leaden awe 

These secrets struck into him; and unless 

Dian had chased away that heaviness, 

He might have died : but now, with cheered feel,. 
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" Wliat 19 there in thee, Moon I that thou shoulilsl 

My heart so potently ? Wlipn yet a eliild 

I oft have dned my tears when thou hast smilecl. 

Thou seem'Js! my slater : hflnil in hand we went 

No apples would I ifather from the tree, 

Till (liou hailat cool'd their cheets delleiously : 

No tumbling water ever spake romflnce. 

But when my eyes with (hine thereon could dance: 

No woods were green enough, no bower divine, 

Until thou liftedit np thine eyelids fine : 

In sowing-time ne'er would I dibble take, 

Or drop a seed, till thou wast wide airake ; 

And, in the summer tide of blossoming. 

No one but tliee hath heard me blithely sing 

And mesh my dewy flowers all the night. 

No melwly was like a passing spright 

If it went not to solemnize thy reijrn. 

Tes, in my boyhood, every joy and pain. 

By thee were Tashion'd to the selfsame end; 

And as I grew in years, atill didst thou blend 

With all my ardours ; thou wast the deep glen ; 

Thou wast the mouutain-t<>p —the sage's ptm — 

The poet's liarp — the vmue of friends — the sun ; 

Tliou wast the river — thou wast gloi'y won ; 

Tliou wast my tlarion's blast — Ihou wast my 

Jty goblet full of wiue — my topmost deed : — 

Thou waat the charm of women, lovely Moon I 

what B wild and harmonized tune 

My spint struck from all the beautiful I 

On smue bi-ight essenee wiold 1 lean, and lull 

Myself to immortality : I prest 

Nature's soft pillow in a wakeful rest 
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]iul gentle Orb ! there came a nearer blias — 

M)' strange love came — Poliuitj's nbjss ! 

Slie KBXae, and thou didst fade, and fade away — 

Tet not entirely ; no, thy starry sway 

Has been an under-pa^ion to this hour. 

Now I begin to feel tliine orby power 

Is coming fretih npon me : be kind 1 

Keep back thine influence, and do not blind 

ily sovereign vision. — Dearest love, tbrgive 

That I can think away from thee and live I — 

Pardon me, airy planet, that I prize 

One thought beyond thine at^ent luxuries I 

How far beyond ! " At tliis a surprised start 

Frosled l^e springing verdure of bis heart ; 

For as ho lifted up his eyes to awear 

How his own goildess tvas past all things fair. 

He saw far in the conttave green of the sea 

An old man sitting calm and peacefully. 

Upon a weeded rock this old man sat. 

And his while biur was antiil, and a mat 

Of weeds were eold beneath his cold thin ibet ; 

And, ample as the largest winding-sheet, 

A cloak of blue wrapp'd up his aged bones, 

O'erwrou^ht with symbols oy the deepest groans 

Of ambilious magic : every ocean-form 

Was woven in with black diBtinctneas ; storm, 

And ealni, and whispering, and hideous roar 

M'ere Hmblem'd in the woof; with every shape 

That skims, or dives, or sleeps, 'twixt cape and 

The giilphing wliale was like a dot in (he spell. 
Yet look upon it, and 'twould size and swell 
To its huge self; and the minutest fish 
Would pass the very hardest gazer's wish. 
And show his little eye's anatomy. 
Then there was pictured the regality 
Of Neptune; and the sea-nymphs round his state, 
la beauteous vassalage, look up and wait. 
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BL-^iiiu this oil! man laj- a pnnAy wand, 

Ami ill hi^i lap a book, the which he uoiLn'd 

So siunJIIistly, tliat Ihe new dunizuQ 

ILid time to keep him in auiiizcd ken, 

'i'u mai'k these shadowings, and stand in awe. 

The old man raiaed hia hoary head and saw 
The wilder'd stranger — seeming not to sen, 
His /e^iiures were so iifoless. Suddenly 
Hu woke as from a tranue; hia snow-white brows 
Went arching up, and like two magiu ploughs 
Furrow'd deep wrinkles in his forehead Iftijje, 
Which kept as fixedly aa rocky mai^, 
Till rouml bia wilher'd lipa had gone a smile. 
Then up he rose, like one whose tedious toil 
Had matcliM for years in forlorn hermitage, 
AVho Inid not from mid-life to utmost a^ 
Jiased in one accent his o'erburden'd aoul. 
Even to th« trees. He rose : he gra^p'd his stole, 
With convulsed clenthea wavinc it abroad, 
Atid ill a voice of solemn Joy, that awod 
Echo into oblivion, he said : — 

" Thoit art the man I Now shall I lay my head 
In peace upon my waturj- pillow : now 
Sleep will come smoollily to my weary brow. 
O Jovo 1 I shall be younj; again, be young 1 
<) sbell-borne Neptune, I am pierced and stung 
With new-born life I What shall I do ? Where go. 
When I have cast this serpent-skin of woe ? — 
I'll swim to the syrens, and one moment listen 
Their melodies, and see their long hair giieten j 
Anon upon that giant's arm I'll be. 
That writhes about the roots of Sicily : 
To northern seas I'll in a twinkling sail, 
And mount upon the snortings ofa whale 
To some black cloud ; thence down I'll madly sweep 
On foiked lightninj;;, to the deepest deep, 
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Where tlimiigh somo suekinff pool I will l>e liurl'd 

With i-aptiiru to the other »i<la of tin: world I 

0, I an. lull of filailuesal Ststei-s ihree, 

1 bow full'lieartei] to your old deurt-e I 

Yes, every god be thank'd, and power benign, 

For I no more Bliall wither, droop, and pine. 

Thou art the man 1" Bndyndon started baok 

Dldinay'd ; and like a wretch from whom the rack 

Torturea hot breath, and speeuh of a^ny, 

Muttej''d: " Whal lonely death am I" to die 

In this cold region ? Will he let me freeze, 

And float my brittle liuiba o'er polar eeas? 

Or will be touch me with liia searing hand, 

And leave a, black memorial on the aand ? 

Or tear me pieuemeai with a bony saw, 

And keep me as a eho^un food to draw 

His magian fish ihrou^h hated lire and flame ? 

O inid<:ry of hell ! resistless, taiiiu, 

Am I to be burii'd up V No, I will sliout, 

Until tlie g(K\a through heaven's blue look out t — 

Tartaj'iis '. but some few days agone 
livT soil arms were entwining me, and on 

Her voice I bun" like fruit among green leaves : 
Her lips were aU my own, and — ah, ripe sheaves 
Of tiap[iini!3s ! ye on the stubble droop, 
But never may be garner'd. I must stoop 
My bead, and kisa death's fooL Love 1 love, fare- 
well I 
Is there no hope from thee ? This horrid spull 
Would m(;lt at thy aweot breath. — By Dian's hind 
Feeding from her white lingers, on the wind 

1 see thy streaming hair I and now, by Pan, 
I care not for this old mysterious man 1 " 

He spake, and walking to that aged form, 
Look'd high defiance. Lo I his heart 'gan warm 
With pity, for the gray-haired ereature wept. 
Had he then wroog'd a hearl where sorrow kept ? 
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llml Iiu, though blind!)' contamelious, bron^iht 
ll(i<:um to kind eyes, a Eting to liunian tliougtit, 
CoiiTulsioii tn a QioutL of many years? 
U(! had ill truth; and he.was ripe tor tears. 
The jieiiiteiit shower fell, aa dova tie knelt 
Betbre that care-worn sage, who trenibliiij; felt 
AlK>ut his lai^e dark locks, and faltei'in<r spake : 

" Arise, gocl youth, for sacred PhtebuB' sake ! 
I know thine inmost bosom, anil I ted 
A very_ brother's yearning for thee steal 
Into mine own ; for why r thou openesC 
The prison-gates that have so lonj; oppress'd 
My weary watt'hin". Tliough thou know'at it not. 
Thou art coinniission'd to this I'aled spot 
For great enfranchisement. O weep no more I 
I am a IHenil to love, to loves of yore: 
Ay, liadst thou never loved an unknown power, 
I had been grieving at this joyous hour. 
But even now, most miserable old, 
I saw thee, and luy blood no loni|;er cold 
Gave mighty pulses: in this tottering case 
Grew a new heart, which at this moment plays 
As dancingly as thine. Be not afraid, 
For thou shall hoar this secret all display'd. 
Now as we speed towards our joyous task." 



r backs, and jcweli'd sands 
Toot alently their foot-printa. 



" My soul stands 
midway from moitalily, 



jNow past the midway Irom moitalily, 
And so I can prepare without a sigh 
To fell thi.e biu.fly M my joy and pain. 
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And my boat danced in every orcek and bay; 

Ttoii^'Fi billows were my home by ni'dit and day, — 

Tli« sea;sull3 not more eooBtant : for I bad 

No housing from the storm and lem|)i«ta mad, 

Jlut hollow I'ocks, — and they were palaces 

Of silunt happiiiess, of slumbei'ou^ ease : 

Long years of misery have told ine so. 

Ay, thus it was one thousand years ago. 

One thousand j-earsi — Is it then possible 

To look so plainly tlirou<:h tliem 1 to dispel 

A thousand years with backwai'd glance sublime ? 

To breathe away as 'twere alt scmniny slime 

From off a crystal pool, to see its deep, 

And one's own ima^e from the bottom peep? 

Yes; now I am no longer wreiL'hod thrall. 

My long captivity ami moaniiifrs all 

Are but a slime, a thin-pervadmg scum. 

The which I bresthe away, and tlironging come 

Like things of yesterday my yoiitldiil "pleasures. 

" I touch'd no lute, I sang not, trod a 
I was a lonely youth on desert shores. 
My sports were lonely, 'mid continuous roars, 
And ci'ag^y isles, and seamews' plaintive cry 
Plaining discrepant between sea and sky. 
Dolphins were slill my playmates; shapes unse 
Would let me feel their scales of <;old and grei 
Kor be my desolation ; and, full oft, 
When a di'ead waterspout had rear'd aloft 
Ita hungry hugeness, seeming ready ripe 
To bui'st witii hoarsest thnnderings, and wipe 
My life away like a vast Kpnn^ of fate. 
Some friendly monster, pitying my sad state, 
Has dived to its foundations, culfd it down, 
And left me tossing safely. But the crown 
Of all iny lilu was utmost quietude ; 
More did I love to lie in cavern ruile. 
Keeping in wait whole days for Neptune's voic 
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Anri if it came at last, hark, and rejoipe ! 
There bliisli'd no sumnier eve but I woukl sleer 
ily skilT iilono; ^reen sliulvitig coaHte, to bear 
Tlie Mliepherd's pipe come clear from aery steep, 
Miii;;led with ceaaelesB bleadnirg of his sheep: 
Ami never was a day of Bummer shine, 
Sat I beheld its birth upon the brine : 
For I would watch all night to see unfold 
He;iven's gates, and iBtbon snort his morning gold 
Wide o'er the swiilling streams : and constantly 
At brim of day-tide, on soine grassy lea, 
My nets would be spread out, and I at rest. 
The poor folk of the sea-country I blest 
With daily boon of fish most delicate : 
They fcnew not whence this bounty, and elate 
Would strew sweet floweia on a sterile beach. 

" Why was I not contented ? Wherefore reach 
At things which, but lor thee, Latmlan I 
Had been my dreary death 1 , Fool I I began 
I'o feel distemper'd lon^ngs : to desire 
The utmost privilege that ocean's sire 
Could "rant in benediction : to be free 
Of all his kingiiom. Long in misery 
I wasted, ere in one extreinest fib 
I plunged for life or death. To interknit 
One's senses with so dense a bi-eathing staff 
Might seem a work of pain ; so nol^ enough 
Can I adKiire how crystal-smooth it felt, 
And buoyant round my limbs. At first I dwelt 
Whole Hays and days in sheer astonishment ; 
Forgetful utterly of self-intent; 
Moving but with the mighty ebb and flow. 
Then, like a new-fiedged bird that first doth shotr 
His spreaded feathers to the morrow chill, 
I trieil in fear the pinions of my will. 
'Twaa freedom J and at once I visited 
The eeaseless wonders ol' this ocean-bed. 
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No need to lell thee of them, for I see 

That tliou haft been a witness — it must be 

For tliuee 1 know thou caiiat not feel a drouth, 

By tlio melautholy corners of that mouth. 

So i ivill in my Bliry atrajghtway pass 

'I'o moru jmmeiliatc matter. Woe, alas I 

That love aliouhl be my ba,ne ! Ah, Scylla fair I 

Wliy i)id poor GlauL-ua ever — ever Jare 

To sue thee to liis heart ? Kind stranger-youth I 

I lovcid hur to the very wliite of truth, 

AikI she would not conceive it. Timid thing! 

She fled me swift as eea-bird on the win<;, 

Round every isle, and point, and promontory, 

Ftohi where lai^ Hercules wound up hia story 

Far as Egyptian Nile. My passion grew 

The more, the more I saw her dainty hue 

(iileam delicately throunh the azure clear : 

Until 'twas too fierce agony to bear; 

And in that a^ony, across my grief 

It Hash'd, that Circe might find some relief — 

Cruel enchantress! So above the water 

J i-ear'd my head, and look'd for Pkebua' daughter. 

iEcea's isle was wondering at the moon : — 

It seem'd Co whirl around me, and a swoon 

Left me dead-drifting to tliat fatal power. 

" When I awoke, 'twas in a twilight bower ; 
Jnat when tho light of morn, wilh hum of bees, 
Sfole through its venlnrous matting of fresh trees. 
How sweet, and sweeter ! for I heard a IjTe, 
And over it a sighing voice expire. 
It ceased — I caught light footsteps ; and anon 
I'he fairest face that morn e'er look'd upon 
Piish'd through a screen of roses. Starry Jove 1 
With tears, and smiles, and honej'-words she wove 
A net whose thraldom was more bliss than all 
The range of flower-d -Elysium. Thus did fall 
The dew of her rich speech : 'Ah ! art awake ? 
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let me hear thee apeak, for Cupid's sake 1 

1 am ao oppress'U willi joy ! Why, I have shed 
An urn of Wars, as though tliou vrnrt cold dead ; 
And now I find thee livicig, I will pour 

From these (ieroted eyes tlieir silver slore, 
Until exhausted, of the lateat drop. 
So it will pleasure thee, and force thee stop 
Here, that I too may live ; but if beyond 
Suuh eool and sorrowful ofTeringa, thou art fond 
Of soothing warmth, of dallianee supreme ; 
If thou art ripe to taitte a lon<f love-dream ; 
If smiles, if diaiplBis, tongues for ardour mutu, 
Hang in thy vision like a templing fruit, 

let me pluck it for thee ! ' Thus she link'd 
Her charming syllables, till indistinct 

Their musie eame to my o'er-aweeten'd soul ; 
And then she hover'd over me, and stole 
So near, that if no nearer it had been 
This furrow'd visage thou hadst never seen, 

" Young inan of Lalmos 1 thus particular 
Am 1. Cimt thou may'st plainly see how tar 
Tiiis fierce temptation went; and thou may'at not 
Exclaim, How, then, was Scjila quite forgot ? 

" Who eould resist ? Who In this universe t 
iShe did so breathe ambrosia; so immerse 
My tinii exiatenue in a golden clime. 
Slie look me like a ohiid of auckling time. 
And eradled me in roses. Thus condemn'd. 
The current of my former life was alemm'd, 
And to this arbitrary queen of sense 

1 liow'd a tranced vassal ; nor would thence 
Have moved, even though Amphion's harp had 

woo'd 
Me batk (o Scylla o'er the billowa rude. 
For as Apollo each eve doth devise 
A new apparelling for western skies ; 
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So every eve, nay, every speniltlirift hoar 
Sh(^d balmy (.'onsdousness within that bower. 
Anil I was free of haunts umbrageous; 
Coni'i wanJer in the mazy forest-hou.se 
Of squirrels, foxea shy, and antler'd daer, 
And birds from coverts innermost and drear 
Warbling for very joy mellifluous sorrow — 
To me new-born delights ! 

"Now let me borrow, 
For moments few, a temperament as stern 
As Pluto's sceptre, that my words not burn 
Ttiese utt»rin" lips, while 1 in calm speeth tell 
How specious neaven was changed to real hell. 

" One mom she left me sleeping : half awake 
I sought for her smooth arms and lips, to slake 
My greedy thirst mitli neclarous eamel-draughts ; 
But she was gone. Whereat the barbed sb^ts 
Of disappointment stack in me so sore. 
That out I ran and search'd the forest: o'er. 
Wandering about in pine and cedar gloom 
Damp awe assaii'd me, for there 'gan to boom 
A sound of moan, an agony of sound. 
Sepulchral trom ihe distance all around. 
Then came a conquering earth-thunder, and rum- 
bled 
That fierce complain to silence ; while I stumbled 
Down a praclpitous path, as if linpeli'd. 
I came to a dark valley. — Groanings sweli'd 
Poisonous about my ears, and louder grew, 
Tlie nearer I approach'd a ilame's gaunt blue. 
That glared belore me through a thorny brake. 
This fire, like the eye of gordian snake, 
Bewitch'd me towards ; and I soon was near 
A sight too fearful for the feel of fear : 
In thitket hid I cursed the haggard scene — 
The banquet; of ray arms, my arbour ijueen. 
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Seslecl upon an aptorn forest root; 

And ^11 around her sliapun, wiiaid and brute, 

Laughing, and wailing, grovelling, serpeniinj;, 

Showing tootb, tusk, and venom-bag, and sling. 

O snch itefonnities I old Charon's self, 

Should he give up awhile his penny pvlf, 

And take a dream 'mon^ rushes Sty<naR, 

It could not be so fantasied. Fierce, wan. 

And tyrannizing was the ladj^'s look, 

As over them a gnarled staff she shook. 

Ontimes upon the sudden she laugh'd out, 

And from a basket emptied to the rout 

Clusters of grapes, the whiuh they raven'd qaick 

And roar'd for more ; with many a hungry liok 

About their shaggy jaws. Avenging, slow, 

Anon she took a braiivh of mistletoe, 

And emptied on't a bWk dull-gurgling phial i 

Groan'd one and all, as if some piercing trial 

Wiis shar^iening for their pitiable bones. 

She lined up the eharm : appealing groans 

From their poor breaiats went soing to her eai 

In vain ; remorseless aa an infant's bier 

She whisk'd E^inst their eyes the sooty oil. 

Whereat was neanl a noise of painful toil, 

Tnereasing gradual to a tempest rage, 

Shrieks, jells, and groans of torture-pilgrimage ; 

Until their grieved bodies 'gan to bloat 

And puff fi'om the tail's end to stifled ihroat : 

Tiien was appalling silence : then a eight 

More wildoring than all that hoarse aifright; 

ITor the whole herd, as by a whirlwind writhen. 

Went through the dismal aic like one liuge Python 

Antagonizing Boreas, — and so vanish'd. 

Yet there was not a breath of wind : she banish'd 

These pliantoms with a nojL Lo I from the dark 

Came waggish fauns, and nymplis, and satyi's stark. 

With dancing and loud revelry, — and went 

Swil'ier than centaurs after rapine bunt. — 
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Sighing an elephant appear'd and bow'd 

Before the fierue witch, speakin" thus aloud 

III human accent : ' Potent goddess ! chief 

Of pains resistless ! make my being brief, 

Or let me from tliis heavv prison flv : 

Or give me to the air, or'let me die ! 

I SUB not for my happy crown a^jwn ; 

I sue not for my phalanx on the jiluin ; 

1 sue not for my lone, m}' widow'd wife : 

I svio not for my ruddy drops of life, 

My children fair, my lovely girls and boys I 

I will forget them ; I will pass these joya ; 

Ask nought so heavenward, so too — too high: 

Only I pray, as fairest boon, to die. 

Or ba deliver'd from this euinbreus flesh, 

From this groas, detestable, filthy mesh, 

And merely given to the cold bleak tur. 

Have mercy, Goddess I Circe, feel my prayer!' 

" That eurst magician's name fell icy numb 
Upon my wild conjecturing ; truth had come 
!Naked and sabre-like against my heart. 
I saw a fury whetting a death-dart ; 
And my slain spirit, overwrooght with fright, 
Painted away in that dark lair of night 
Think, my deliverer, bow desolate 
My waking must have been [ disgiist and hate, 
And turi'ors manifold divided me 
A dpoil amongst them. I prepared to flee 
Into the dungeon core of tnat wild wood: 
1 Hiid three days — when lo I before me stood 
Glaring the angry witch, O Dis, even now, 
A clammy dew is beading on my brow. 
At mere remembering her pale laugh, and cttree. 
' Ua ! ha 1 Sir Dainty 1 there niust be a. nurse 
Made of rose-leaves and thistle-down, express, 
To cradle thee, my sweet, and lull thee : yes, 
I am too flinty-hard lor thy nice touch ; 
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My ten<lerest aqaeeze is but a fpAtit'a cluteli. 

So, f'airj*-thing, it shall have hillabiBs 

Unheanl of yet ; and it sliall still its cries 

Upon some breaat more lily-feminine. 

Oh, no — it shall not pine, and pine, and pine 

More than one pretty, trifliiig thousand years; 

And then 'twere pity, but fate's sentle sheais 

Cut short its immortality. Sea-flirt I 

Young dove of the waters I truly Til not bnrt 

One hair of thine : see how 1 weep and sigh, 

That our heart-broken parting is so tiigh. 

And must we part ? Ah, yes, it must be so. 

Yet ere thou leavest me in utter woe, 

Lut me sob over Ihee my last adieus. 

And speak a blessing: Mark me I thou hast the wa 

Immortal, for thou art of heavenly race : 

But such a love is mine, that here I chase 

Klurnallv' away from thee all bloom 

Of youth, and destine thee towards a tomb. 

Hence shnit Ihou quivkly to the watery vast ; 

And there, ere many days be overpast. 

Disabled age shall seize thee ; and even then 

Thou shalt not go the way of aged nien ; 

But live anil wither, cripple and still breathe 

Ten hundred years : which gone, 1 then bequeathe 

Thy fragile bones to unknown burial. 

Adiea, sweet love, allien I ' — As shot stars fall, 

Shu lied ere I could groan for mercy. Stung 

And poison'd was my spirit: despair sung 

A war-song of ilefiance 'gainst all hell. 

A hand was at my shoulder to compel 

My sullen steps ; another tore my eyes 

Moved on with pointed finger. In this guise 

Kntbn'cd, at the last by ocean's foam 

I Ibnnd me ;' by my fresh, my native home, 

Its teniperitig coolness, to my life akin, 

Came salutary as I waiied in ; 

And, with a blind voluptuous r^e, I gave 
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Battle to the swollen billow-rid^e, and drave 
LFirge frotli betbro uie, wliila there yet remain'il 
Hale streii^tli, nor from my bones all uiarrovr 
drain'U. 

" Young lover, 1 mi^at weep — suoh heilisli spite 
With dry cheek who can tell? Whilt; tliua my 

mi<;ht 
Provinp; upon this element, dismayVI. 
[Jpon a dead thiiii{'9 face my hand I laid ; 
I (ook'U — 'twas Sc^lia 1 Curaed, cursed Circe ! 

vultnre-witch, hast never heard of mercy 1 
Coulil not thy harshest vengeance be content, 
But thou must nip this tender innocent 
Because I loved her ? — Cold, O cold indeed 
AVere her f^r limbs, and like a common weed 
The eea-Bwell Cook her hair. Dead as she vsa 

1 clung about her waist, nor ceased to pass 
Fleet as an arrow through unfathom'd briue, 
Unljl there shone a fabric crjstaiiino, 

Itibb'd and inlaid with coral, pebble, and pearL 
Heaillong I dai-tod ; at one oi^r swirl 
Gain'd its bHglit portal, enter'd, and behold I 
'Twas vast, and desolate, and icy-cold ; 
And all around — liut wherefore this to thee 
Who in few minutes more thyself shalt see ? — 
I left poor Scylla in a niche and tied. 
My fevep'd parchings vip, my scathing dread 
Met palsy halt' way : soon these liml» became 
(i.iunt, wither'd, sapless, feeble, cramp'd, and lame. 

" Now let me pass a cruel, cruel space, 
Without one hope, without one faintest trace 
Of mitigation, or redeeming bubble 
Of eolour'd phantasy : for 1 fear 'twould trouble 
Thy brain to loss of reason : and next tell 
How a leatoring chance came down to quell 
One half of tbe witch in me. 
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'■ On a day, 
Silting upon a rock above the spray, 
) s.ii» gruw up from tlio lioi'izoii'a brink 
A pillaiit vessul ; soon she aemn'il to sink 
Away from mu afrain, m thoujih her course 
HeiiI been resumed in spite of liindering tbrcu — 
S[> variish'd : and not long, belbre arose 
Dark clouds, and muttering of winds morose, 
GUI ^olus would stiHe his mad spleen, 
But could not ; therefore, all the billows green 
Toss'd up the silver spume against the L-louds. 
The tempest came : I saw that vessel's shrouda 
In perilous bustle ; wliile upon the deck 
Siood trembling creatureB. I beheld the wreck ; 
Thu final fculfing ; tbe poor struggling souls ; 
I lieani tlirar cnos amiii loud thunder-rolls. 

they bod all been saved but crazed eld 
Anuull'd my vigorous cravings ; and thusquell'd 
And eurb'd, think ou't, Latmian I did I sit 
Writhing with pity, and a cursing lit 

Against tliat hell-born Circe. Tlie crew bad gone. 

By one and one, to pale oblivion ; 

And I was gazittg on the surges prone, 

\Vith many a scalding tear, an<l many a groan, 

When at my feet emerged an old man's hand, 

GiMsping this scroll, and this same slender wand. 

1 knelt wilh pain — reach'd out my hand — had 

grasp'd 
These Ireasiirus — touch'd the knuckles — they un- 

I cauglit a finger: but the downward weight 
O'erpower'd me — it sank. Then 'gan abate 
The st-onn, and through chill aguish gloom outburst 
The comfortable sun. I was athirst 
To search the book, and in the warming air 
I'arted its dripping leaves with eager osre. 
l^trange matters did it treat of, and diew on 
fily soiil page after page, till well nigli won 
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Into forfrelfulness; whun, stupofiei], 

I ruad thesu wonJd, anit read ^aiti, and tried 

My nyva against ttie heavens, and read again. 

O what a load of misery and pain 

Each Atlas-line bore ottl — a shine of hope 

Catiie gold around mc, cheering cue Co eons 

Strenuoui with liellish tyranny. Atletid! 

Foi'thou haaC brought thuir promise to an end. 

" ' In the widu sea there lives a forlorn wretch, 
Doom'd with enfeebled carcase lo outstretch 
His loathed existence throu$;h ten eenturiea, 
Anil then to die alone. Who can devise 
A total opposition ? Ko one. So 
One million times ocean must ebb and flow, 
And lie oppressed. Yet he nhall not die, 
IThese things nccomplish'ci : — If he utterly 
Scans all the depths of- magic, and expounds 
The meanings of all motions, shapes, and sounds j 
If lie explores all tbrms and Bubstascea 
Sjirai<iht homeward to their symbol-essences; 
He sliall not die. Moreovei', and in chiefi 
He must pursue this task of joy and grief 
Most piously ; — all lovers temjMst-tost, 
And in tlie savage overwbehning lost. 
He shall depout side by side, until 
nme's creeping shall Hie dreary space fulfil : 
Whiub dotie, and all these labours ripened, 
A youth, by heavenly power loved and led, 
Shall stand betbre him; whom he siiall direct 
How to consummate alL The youdi elect 
Must do the tiling, or both will be destroy'd.' " 

" Then," ctied the young Enilymion, overjoy'd, 
" We are twin brothers in this destiny I 
Say, I entreat thee, what achievement high 
Is in this restless world, for me reserved, 
Whal ! if I'roin thee my wandering feet liaJ 
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Had we both porlali'd ?" — ^"Look!" (lie sago lo- 

" Dost thou not mark a nlcainin" tliraugh the tide, 
Of .livers brilliances ? 'lis the eclifice 
I tolil thee of, where lovely Suylla lies; 
Ami where I hare enshrined piouKlf 
All lovers, whom fall storms have doom'd to die 
Tliroughont tay boDilage." Thus disuourding, oft 
Tliuy went till unobsLtired the porehes shone ; 
^Vhich hurryingly they gain'd, and enttir*!! straight- 
Sure never ainee king Neptune held his state 
W.19 ^een soeh wonder nnderneath the stare. 
Turn to some level nl^n where haughtj Mars 
ll^ia lepon'd all his oattle ; and behold 
How everj soldier, with firm toot, doth hold 
His even breast ; see, many steeled squares, 
And rigid ranks of iron — whence who dares 
One step? Imagine further, line by line. 
These warrior thousands on the held supine : — 
So in that eryrttal plauo, in silent rows. 
Poor lovers lay at rest from joys and woes. 
The stranger fivm the mount^ns, breathlesa, traced 
Siiuh thoiL-iands of shut eyes in onler plaeed ; 
Such ranges of white feet, and patient lips 
All ruddy,. — ^for here death no blossom nips, 
lie mark'd their brows and foreheails; saw thdr 

Put sleekly on one side with nicft^ care ; 
And ent-h one's gentle wrists, ' 
Put cross-wise to its heart. 



(Whisper'd the guide, stuttering with joy) 

He spake, and, trembling like an aspen-bough, 
Bt^an to tear hia scroll in pieces small, 
Uttering the while some mumblings funeral. 
He tore it into pietej small as snow 
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Tint di-iOa unfeathur'd when bluLik iiortlieroa 

And having doim it, took his dark blue cloak 

And bound it round Endyoiion : then struck 

Hia natid against Ihe emrity jur times riiac. 

" Wli»t niopo there is to lio, youni; man, is lliine : 

Uiit first a little pationue; first undo 

I'nia (aiigluil thread, and wind it to a clui;. 

Ah, gentle ! 'tis as weak as spidor'a skain ; 

And shouldst thou break it — What; is it done so 

clean ? 
A power overshadows thee I Oh, brave ! 
The apite of bell is tmnhliiig to its grave. 
Here is a shell; 'tia pearly blank lo me, 
Nor niark'd with any sign or eharattery — 
Canst thou read auglit ? read for pity's sake ! 
Olympus 1 we are safe I Now, Carian, lireak 
This wand against yon lyre on the pedestal." 

'Twaa done: and straight with sudden swell and 
fall 
Sweet musiu breathed her sou! away, and sigh'd 
A lullaby to silenoe. — '' Youth 1 now strew 
Tlieiie mini-'ed leaves On mo, and passing throiij(h 
Those files of dead, seatter the same around. 
And thou wilt see the issue." — 'Mid the sound 
Of flutes and violi, ravishing his heart, 
Eiidymion from Glaucus stooil apart. 
And scatter'd in his fliue some fragments light. 
How lightning-swill the thatige ! a youthCuI wight 
ISiiiiling beneath a uoral diadeui, 
Ont-sp;trkllng sudden like an upturn'd ft^ni, 
Appe^r'd, anil, stefijiing to a beauteous eor.se, 
Kneel'il down huside it, anil with ten<ien!st force 
Pi'ess'ii its cold hand, and wi'pt — and Scylla 

Rndyinion, with quick hand, the idiann applied — 
Thu nymph arose : he left them to llieii- juy, 
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Anil onward went upon liis high eiiiploy, 

Showering those powerful TragmeTits on the dead, 

And, as he pass'd, eauh lifted up its head, 

A» doth a flower at Apollo's touoh. 

Duath felt it to his inwanls ; 'twas too much : 

Death foil a-weepiiig in hia oharnei- house. 

The Latmian persevered along, and thu3 

All were reanimated. There aro^e 

A noise of harmony, pulses and throea 

Of gladness in the rai — while many, who 

Had died in mutual arms devout and true, 

Sprang to eaeh other madly ; and the rest 

Felt a hii;h eerliunty of being blest. 

They gazed upon Endymion. Biifihantment 

(irew drunken, and wonld have its head and bent. 

Delicious symphonies, like airy flowers, 

Budded, and swell'd, and, full-blown, shed full 

showers 
Of light, soft, unseen leaves of sounds divine. 
Tlie two deliverers tasted a pure wine 
Of bappinesa, from (airy press ooacd out. 
Speechless they eyed eaoli other, and about 
The fair assembly wander'd to am! fro, 
DistraetiMl with the richest overflow 
Of joy that ever pour'd from heaven. 

Shouted the new-bom god; " Follow, and pay 

OuF piety to Neptunus supreme I " — 

Then Suylla, blushing sweetly from her dream, 

Tiiey led on first, bent to her meek surprise, 

Thruugh porta! columns of a giant size 

Into the vaulted, boundless emerahl. 

Joyous all tollow'd, as the leailer cali'd, 

Down marble steps ; pouring as easily 

As hour-glas.4 sand — and f^, as you might se6 

Swallows obeying the soutli summer's call, 

Of aw^na upon a gi'ntle waterfall. 
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Tlius went that beautiful muldtude, nor far, 
Ere from among some rocks of glittBrin^ spar, 
Just vrillun ken, tbe; sva desuemling tliiuk 
Aiioiliur multitude. Wliereat more ijuii-k 
Moved eillier liost. Oil a tfiile aanil thuv met, 
And of tboso nniubera every eye mas wet ; 
For eaeh their old love tbund. A inunnuring rose 
Like what was never beard in all the thi'ocs 
Of nind and waters : 'tis past human wit 
To tell ; 'tis dizziness to tliink of it. 

This mighty consamination ma<le, the host 
Moved oil for many a leajjue; and giun'd and lost 
Huge Eiea-marks ; vanward swelling in array. 
And from the rear diminishing away, 
Till a faint (lawn surprised them. Ulaucus cried, 
" Behold ! behold, the palaee of his pride I 
God Neptune's palaces." With noise increased, 
They shoulder'd on towards that brightening east. 
At every onward step proud domes ai'ose 
In prospect, diamond gieama and nolden glows 
Of amber 'gainst their faces levelling. 
Joyous, and many as the leaves in spring, 
Slil! onward ; still the splendour ^duafsweU'd. 
Rich opal domes were seen, on high upheld 
By jasper nillars, lettinw through their ahifls 
A blaati ot eora\. Copious wonder-draughts 
Each gazer drank ; and deeper drank more near : 
For what poor mortals fragment up, as mere 
As marble was their lavish, to the vast 
Of one fair palaee, that far, far surpass'd, 
Even for common bulk, those olden throe, 
Memphis, and Babylon, and Nineveh. 

As large, as bright, as colour'd as the bow 
Of Iris, when unlading it doth show 
Beyond a silvery shower, was the arch 
Through which this Papliian army took its march. 
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Into llie oater courts of N«ptunc's state ; 
Whenca uould be seen, dirti(.-t, a goldi^o gate, 
To wliith the leaders sp«d ; but not half raught 
Krtj ic burst open anift as lairj thou;;ht, 
A[id made those dazzled thousands veil their eyes 
Liku valtow uaglea at tha first sunrise- 
Soon with an ea^le nativeiiess tlivir gaze 
liipe from hue-<!olden swoons took all the blaze. 
And then, buliold I lai^ Neptune on liia throne 
Of emerald deep : yet not exalt alone ; 
At bis right hand stood winged Love, and on 
His left sat smiling Beauty's paraxon. 

Far as the mariner on highest mast 
Can see all round upon the calmed vast, 
So wide nas heptane's halt : and as the blue 
Doth vault the waters, so the waters drew 
Their domiiiit enrt^ns, high, magnificent, 
Awed from the throne aloof; — and when storm-rent 
Diseioseil the Ibunder^looimngs in Jove's air; 
But soothed as now, fiash'd sudden everywhere, 
Noiseless, sub-marine eloudlete, glittering 
Death to a human eye : for there did spring 
From natural west, and east, and soutu, and north, 
A li^ht as of four sunsets, blazing forth 
A gold-«reen zenith 'bove the Sea-God's head. 
Ot lueia depth the Hoor, and far outspread 
As breezeless lake, on which the slira canoe 
Ol'feather'd Indian darts about, as through 
The delicatest air : air verily. 
But for the portraiture of clouds and sky : 
This jialaoe floor bretuh-air, — but for the amaze 
Of deep-seen wonders motionless, — and blaze 
Uf the dome pomp, reflected iu extremes, 
Globing a golden sphere. 

They stood in dreams 
Till Triton blew bis horn. The palace ran^ ; 
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Tim Nareiils danced ; the Syrens faintly sang; 

Ami tha gi'eat Sea-Kiiig bow'd liis dripping head. 

Theji Love took tving, and from his pitiiona shed 

On all the multitude a neutarous dew. 

Thu oazu-boen Goddess beckoned and <irew 

Fair Suylla and her euides to conference ; 

And when they reach'd the throned eminence 

8I10 kiss'd the aea-nymph'a cheek, who sat her down 

A toying with the doves. Then, "Mighty crown 

And aceptre of this kingilom 1 " Venus said, 

'■ Thy vows were on a tame to Nais paid ; 

Beliold ! " — Two copious tear-drona instant fell 

I'rom the (jod's large «yes ; he smiled delectable. 

And over Glaucus held his blessing hands. — 

" Endymion I Ah 1 still wandering in the bands 

01' love ? Now this is cruel. Since the hour 

I met thee in earth's bosom, all my power 

Have I put forth to serve thee. What, not yet 

■Escaped from dull mortality's harsh net ? 

A little patience, youth ! 'twill not be long, 

Or I am skillets quite : an idle tongue, 

A humid eye, and steps luKuiious, 

Where these arc new and strange, are ominous. 

Ar, I have seen these si<|;ns in oae of heaven. 

When others were all blind ; and were I given 

To utter secreta, haply 1 mii;ht say 

Some pleasant words: but Love will have his day. 

So wait awhile expectant. Pr'ytheo soon, 

Even in the passing of thine honey-moon, 

Viat my Cytherea: thou wilt find 

Cupid well-natured, my Adonis kind; 

And proy persuaile with tliee — Ah, I have done. 

All blisses be upon thee, my sweet son I " — 

Thus Che fair Goddess: while Endymiun 

Knell to receive those accents halcyon. 
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Ls fountains to all cups outrsiicliM ; 
Anil plundev'd vines, teeming exhauatiesa, jileacL'd 
Nt!w growth about eaxih shiill and pendent lyre ; 
The whii;h, in entanjiling for t!ii.-ip fire, 
I'ull'd down fresli foliage and coverture 
Por 

throng 
Made a delighted way. Tlien dance, and song. 
And garlanding, grew wild; and [ilaafui'e ruigu'd. 
In hannlesB (emiril they each other chain'd, 
And strove who should be smoiber'd deepusl in 
Fresh crush of lea.ves. 

For one so weak to venture his poor verse 
In suuh H plaice as this. do not curse. 
High Muses ! let liloi hurry to the ending- 
All suddenly were silent. A soft blending 
Of dulcet instruments came charmingly ; 
And then a hymn. 

" King of the stormy sea ! 
Bi'olber of Jore, and to- in heritor 
Of elemental Eternally before 
I'hee the waves awful bow. Past, stubborn rock, 
Ac lliy fear'd trident shrinking, doth uidoulc 
Its <leep foandations, hissing into foam. 
All mountain-nvera lost, in the wide borne 
Of thy i-apaeiouB bosom ever flow. 
Thou frownest, and old .Skilus thy tbe 
Skulks to his cavern, 'mid the gruiT comply nt 
Of all his rebid tempests. Dark clouds f^Dt 
When, from thy diailem, a silvei' gleam 
Slanis over bine dominion. Thy bright team 
Gnlfe in the morning light, and sends along 
To bring thee nearer to that golden song 
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Fur Gcuncs like this: an empire stem hast tlioii, 

And it hath ftirrow'd that lar(>e front : yot now, 

As newly eome of heaven, dost thou sit 

To blend and interknit 

Subdued majesty with this glad time. 

O shell-boiTi King sublime I 

We lay ouv hearts before thee evermore — 

We slug, and we adore ! 

" Breathe softly, flutes; 
Be tender of your sttings, ye soothing lutes; 
Nor be the trumpet heard t O vain, O vain ! 
Not flowers budding in an April rain. 
Nor breath of sleeping dove, nor river's flow — 
No, nor the ^olian twang of Love's own bow. 
Can mingle muHic tit Jbr the sof^ ear 
Of goddess Uytherea! 

Yet deiijn, white Queen of Beauty, thy fair eyes 
On our soul's saurifiee. 

" Bright-winged Child I 
Who has another care when thou hast smiled ? 
Unfortunates on earth, we see at last 
All death-shadows, and glooms that overcast 
Our spii'its, fiinii'd away by thy light pinions. 
O sweetest essence I sweetest of all miaions! 
,Ood of warm pulses, and dislievell'd hair. 
And paaling bosoms bare I 
Dear unseen light in darkness ! eclipser 
Of liglit in light 1 delicious poisoner I 
Thy venom'd goblet will we quaff until 
Welill — weflll! 
And bj' tliy Mother's lips " 

Was heard no more 
For clamour, when the golden pahice-door 
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OpenM again, and from without, in shone 
A new ni;igriif[c;mio«. On oozy (liranti 
Smooth-movinn; came Ooeanus the ohi. 
To take a latest glimpae at his sheepfbld, 
Sefore he irenC into his quiet cave 
To niLise for ever — Then, a luuid wave, 
S(;oO])'d fi-om its treiiiblin<r sisters of niid-isea, 
Afloat, and pillowina ap the majesty 
Of Doris, and the ^jiean seer, her spouse — 
Next, on a dolphin, clad in laurel boughs, 
Theban Amphion leaning on his lute : 
His finders went across it — All wei'e mute 
To {raze on Aniphitrite, queen of pearls, 
And Thetia pearly too. — 

The palace whirls 
Around giddy Endymion ; seeing he 
Was there far strayed from mortality. 
He could not bear it — shut his eyes in vain; 
Imagination ^ave a dizzier pain. 
"01 shall die I sweet Venus, be my stay I 
Where is my lovely mistress ? WelUway I 
I die — I hear her voiee — I feel my wing — " 
At Neptune's feet lie sank. A sudden ring 
Of Nereidd were about him, in kind strife 
To nsher baek his spirit into lite : 
But still he slept. At last they interwove 
Their cradling anus, and purposed to convey 
Towards a urystal bower lar away. 

Lo I while alow carried through the pitying 
crowd. 
To his inward Senses these words spake aloud; 
Written in star-light on Che dark above ; 
" Dearest Endj'inion I mj; endre love I 
How have I dwelt in fear of fate ; 'lis done — 
Immortal bliss for me too liast thou won. 
Arise theji I for the hen-dove shall not hatch 
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Iler ready eggs, before I'll kissinj; snatch 
Thee iuto endless heaven. Awake ! awaku ! " 

The youth at once arose : a playld lake 
Came quiet to hia eyes; and forest ^reen, 
CoolaVHrair"^a11-t1iir wonder he had Bi-en, 
Lnil'd with its simple song his flurierihg breast. 
How happy onre again in grassy nest I 



Muse of my native land I loftiest Muse ! 
O first-bom on the mountains! By the hues 
Of heaven on the spiritual aii- begot: 
Long didst thoa sit alone in northern "rot, 
While yet our England was a wolfish Tien ; 
Before our forests heard the lalk of men ; 
Before the fii-st of Druids was a ehild ; — 
Long didst thou sit amid our regions wild, 
Bapt in a deep prophetic solitude. 
There came an eastern voiee of solemn mood r — 
Yet wast thou patient. Then sang foilh the Nine, 
Apollo's gai'Iaod : — yet didst thou divine 
Such home-bred dory, (hat they cried in vain, 
'I Come hither, Sieler of the Island ! " Plain 
Spake fair Ausonia; and once more she spake 
A higher summons : — still didst thoa betake 
'ilieo to thy native hopes. O ihou hast won 
A full accomplishment I The thing is done. 
Which undone, these our latter days had risen 
On barren souls. Great Muse, tliou know'st what 

prison 
Of flesh and bone, curbs, and confines, and frets 
Our spirits' wings : despondency besets 
Our pillows; anil the fresh to-morrow morn 
Seeras to giie Ibrth its light in vei-y storn 
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Of oar (lull, uninspired, siiail-paccil lives, 
l^n^ have I said, Jiow liappy lie who fllirivea 
To tlii'el But then I thoujrht on poets jinne, 
And could not pray: — nor tan I iioiv — Boon 
1 move to the end in lowlineijij of heart. — 

" Ah, woe is me I that I should fondly part 
From my dear native land I Ah, foolish maid 1 
Glad was the hour, when, with Ihee, myriads bade 
Adien to Gan^^s and their pleasant fii'lds i 
To one so rrien<lloss the clear freslitit yields 
A bitter foolneas ; the ripe grape is sour; 
Tet I would have, great p;oda 1 but one short hour 
01' native air — let me but die at home." 

Endymion to heaven's airy dome 
Was olFerinu up a hecaromh of vows. 
When these words reaeh'd him. Whereupon he bows 
His head thmunb thorny^i-een enlannlement 
Of nnderwooil, and to tlie soimd is bent. 
Anxious as bind towai'dB her hidden fawn. 



Belbce mo, till from these enslaving e\'es 
Kedernption spaikles I — I am sad anil lost." 

Thou, Carian lord, badst better have been tost 
Inio a whirli)ooi. Vanish into air. 
Warm monntaineer I for canst thou only bear 
A woman's si<rli alone and in disti-ess ? 
See not her charms 1 Is Plicebe pas-sionless ? 
riiffibe iw fiiirer far ~ O -zaze no move : — 
Yet if tbou wiic behold all beauty's store. 
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Bl-IioIiI lier panting in the forest grasa ! 
I)i) not [liosB i;url3 of glossy jft surpass 
Par Itiiidertieaa tlie arms so idly laiu 
Amongst tliera ? FeHlest not a kinilrcd pain, 
To see Bucli lovely eyes in gwiinjiiing search 
AWcY some warm delight, that seems to peruh 
Dovelike in the dim cell lying bujond 
Tlieir upper lids ? — Hist ! 

" O for Hermes' wand 
To lotieh this flower Into human shape ! 
That noodland Hyacinth us could escape 
From his green prison, and here kneeling down 
Call me his queen, his second lile's fair crown ! 
Ah me, how I could love I — My soul doth melt 
For the unhappy youth — Love ! I have felt 
So faint a kinilne»s, such a meek surrender 
To what niy own full thoughts had made too tender, 
That but for tears my life had fled away 1 
Ye deaf and senseless minutes of the day, 
And thou, old fbi-est, hold ye this for true. 
There is no lightning, no authentic dew 
But in the eye of love : there's not a sound, 
Mclo^liouB howsoever, can confound 
The heavens and earth in one to such a death 
As clolh the voii'e of love : there's not a breath 
Will mingle kindly with the meadow air. 
Till it has panted round, and stolen a share 
Of passion from the heart I " — 

Upon a bough 
He leant, wretched. He surely cannot now 
Thirst for another love : impious. 
That he can even di-eam npon it thus I 
Thought he, " Why am I not as are the dead, 
Sinco to a woe hke this I have bctn led 
Through the daik earth, and through thu wondroui 
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GodilesB ! I love fliee not the less: from tliee 
By Juno's a.iiLIc I turn not — no, no, no — 
While the great waters are at ebb and flow, — 
I have a triple soul I fond pretence — 
I'or both, for both my love is so immense, 
I lee! my heart b cut in twain for them." 

And BO he giwiii'd, as one by beauty slain. 
Tlie liidy's heart beat quitk, and he could see 
Her pentle liosom heave tumiiltuously. 
He 6prani£ from his green covert ; there she lay, 
Sweet KB a musk-rose upon new-made hay ; 
With all her limba on tremble, and her eyea 
Shut softly up alive. To speak he tnes : 
"Fair daiiisel, pity mel forgive that I 
Thus violate thy bower's sani'tily ! 

pardon me, for I am full of grief — 

Grief born of thee, young angel I fairest thief 1 
Who stolen hast away the winga wherewith 

1 was to tO|> the heavens. Dear maid, ^th 
'I'lion art my exet-utioner, and I feel 
Loving and hatred, miser}' and weal. 
Will in a few sliort hours be nothing to me, 
And all my stoi'y that mneh passion slew me ; 
Do smile upon the evening of my days ; 
And, liir my toi'lured brain begins to craze. 
Be thou my nurse; and let me understand 
How dying I shall kiss that lily hand. — 

Dost weep lor me I Then should 1 be content 
Stowl on, ye fates! until the firmament 
Outblaekens XIrebus, and the full-eavern'd earth 
Crumbles into itself. By the cloud^rth 
01' Jove, those tears have given me a thirst 
To meet oblivion." — As her heart would burst 
The maiden sobb'd awhile, and then rephed : 
" Why must such desolation betide 
As that thou speakest ofV Are not these green 
nooks 
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Empty of all misfortune ? Do llie brooks 
Uttei- a gor<!on voice ? Does jo.idBr ihrush, 
Si'lioolinfT its half-tledjjed little ones to brush 
About the dHwy forest, whiit[)er tales ? — 
Spyak not of grief, yoaiig Btranjrer, or c-oM snails 
Will Blimo tlie rose to-ninbt. Tliuujrh if thou wilt, 
Meihinks 'twould be a guilt — a very guilt — 
Not to companion thee, and sigh away 
The light — the dusk — the dark — till break of 

day I " 
" Dear lady," siud Endymion, " 'lis past: 
I love thee 1 and my days can never last. 
That I may pass in patience still speak : 
Let me have music dying, and I seek 
No more delight — I'hid adiiiu to all. 
Didst thou not after other c;limales eall, 
And murmur about Indian streams?" — Tlienshej 
Sittinjr beneath the midmost forest tree, 
For pity/ang this ronndulay 

" O Sorrow I 

Why dost borrow 
The natural hue of health, fi'om vormeil lips ? — 

To give miiiden blushes 

To the while rose bushes ? 
Or is it thy dewy hand the daisy tips ? 

" O Sorrow I 

Why dost borrow 
The lustrouspasiion fi-om a falcon-eye ? — 

To give the glowworm light ? 

Or, on a moonless night, 
To tinge, on syren shores, (he salt sea-spry 7 

" O Sorrow I 
Why dost borrow 

The mellow ditliesfrom a niourniu" tonnue? 

To give at evening pak^ 
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Wliy <iost borrow 
Heart's lightness I'rom the merriment of May? 

A lover woulil nol tread 

A eovvalip on the head, 
Though he should lianoe from eve till peep c 

Nor any droopitif; flower 
Held saored for thy bower, 
Wherever he may sport himself and play. 

" To Sorrow, 

I bade good morrow, 
And thought to leave her far away beliind; 

But eheurly, clieerly. 

She loves me dearly ; 
She is so constant to me, and so kind : 

I would deceive her, 



" Beneath my palm-trees, by the river side, 
I sat a wee[nng: in the whole world wide 
There was no one to asfc me why I wept — 

And so I kept 
Brimming the water-lily eups with tears 

Cold as my fears. 
Beneath my palm-trees, by the river side, 
I sat a weeping : what enamour'd bride. 
Cheated by shadowy wooer from the clouds, 

But hides and shrouds 
Beneath dark palm-trees by a river wde ? 

" And a; 
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The earoest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kiasing cjnibals matle s. merry din — 

'Twas Bacchus and Jiis kin ! 
Like lo a moving vintapu down they came, 
Crown'd with green leaves, and taces all on 

All madly dandng through the pleasant valley. 

To M'ai-e tliee, Melancliofy ! 
then, then, thou wast a simple name I 
And I forgot thee, as the berried holly 
By shepherds is foi^lten, when in June, 
Tall cheatnuta keep away the sun and moon' 

1 rush'd into the folly I 

" Within bis car, aloft, younn; Bacchus stood. 
Trifling his ivy-dart, in dancing mood, 

With sideIori«{ laughing"; 
And little lills of crinison wine imbrued 
His plump white arms^ and shoulders, enough white 

For Venus' pearly bite ; 
And near him rode Silenus on his ass. 
Pelted with flowers as he on did pass 

Tipsily quaffing. 

" Whence came ye, merry Damsela I wlience 

came ye, 
So many, and so many, and such glee ? 
Why have ye left your bowers deaolate, 

Your lutes, and gentler fate ? 
' We follow Bacchus! Bacchus on the wing, 

A conquering I 
Bacchus, young Bacchus ! good or iil belide, 

We dance before him thorough kingdoms wide : 

Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 

To our wild minstrelsy I' 
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" Whence came ye, jolly Saljrs I whence came je. 
So many, and so many, and such gleu ? 
Why have ye left your forisst haunts, why left 

Your nutH in oak-tree cleft ? — 
' For wine, for wine we left our kernel tree ; 
For wine wo left our heath, and yellow brooms. 

And cold muahrooms ; 
For wine we follow Bacehus tlirou"li llie earth ; 
Great god of breathless eups and chirping mirth 1 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 

To our mad minstretsy i ' 

" Over wide streams and mountains great we went, 
And, save when Bacchus kept hia ivy tent. 
Onward the tigsr and the leopard pants, 

With Asian elephants : 
Onward these myriads — with song and dance. 
With zebras striped, and sleek Arabians' prance, 
Web-footed alli"ators, emcodiles, 
Bearin« upon their scaly backs, in files. 
Plump inmnt laughers mimicking (he coil 
Of seamen, and atout galley-rowers' toil ; 
With toying oars and silken sails they glide, 

Nor care for wind and tide. 
Mounted on panthers' furs and lions' manea, 
From rear to van they scour about the plains; 
A three days' journey in a moment done; 
And always!, at the nsin<: of the sun. 
About the wilds they hunt with spear and horn. 
On spleenful unicorn. 

" I saw Osirian Egypt kneel adown 

Before the vine-wreath crown I 
I saw pareh'd Abyssinia rouse and sing 

To the silver eymbals* ring ! 
1 saw the whelming vintage hotly pierce 

Old Tart!irylho fierce! 
The kings of lud their jewcl-sccptres vail, 
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Atiil from their treasures scatler pearled bail; 
Gi'uat Braliina from his uiyscic heaven groans, 

And all tiia priesthood moans. 
Before young Baoehus* eye-wink turning pals. 
Into these regions eaioe I, following him, 
Sick-hearted, weary — so I took a whim 
To stray away into these forests drear. 

Alone, without a peer : 
And I have told thee all thou mayest hear. 

" Young Stranjrer ! 

I've been a ranger 
In seai'ch of pleasure throughout every clime i 

Alas ! 'tis not for me : 

Bewitch'd I sure must be, 
To lose in grieving all my maiden prime. 

" Come then. Sorrow, 

Sweetest Sorrow I 
Like an own babe I nurse thee on my breast . 

I tboufiht to leave thee. 

And deceive thee, 
But now of al! the world 1 love thee best, 

" There is not one, 

But thee to c'omfort a poor lonely maid ; 

Thou art her mother, 

And her brother. 
Her phij-male, and her wooer in the shade." 

O what a sigh she pave in finishing. 
And look, quite dead to every worldly thing ! 
Endymion could not apeak, bnt gazed on Leri 
And listeiiM lo the wind that now did stir 
About the crisped oaks full drearily, 
Yet with as sweet a softness as might be 
Remember'd from its velvet summer song. 
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At last lie saiil : " Foor l^^dv ! Iiow thus long 
H<iv« I been ablo to endure that voiuH ? 
Fair Melody ! kind Syren ! I've no ulioice ; 

1 cannot choose bat kneel here and adore. 
Alls, I muat not think — by Phcebe, no! 
Let me not think, soft Angel I shall it be so ? 
S.'iy, bcautirullest, xhall I never think ? 
O thou couldst foster me beyond the bi'ink 
Of recolletciou ! make my watchful eare 
Close Ltp ita bloodshot eyes, nor see desp^rl 
Do gently mui'der half my eoul, and I 
Shall Titel the other half bo utterly I — 
J'ln giddy at that cheek so fair and smooth ; 
O let it blush eo ever : let it soothe 



My madness I let It mantle I'Osj-'W 
With the tinge of love, pantino; ir 
This cannot be thy hand, and yet it is ; 



e tinge of love, pantino; in safe alarm. 



Anil tliis is aura thine other sotliling — 
'riiine own fair bosom, and I am no near : 
Wilt fall asleep ? let m:< sip that tear ! 
And whisper one sweet woi'd that I may know 
Tliis is this world — aweet dewy blossom I ••—Was 
Woe! wok to that Kndymion! Where la 

Even these ivords w 

ThTOUj-h ;he wide forest - 

Like one rti[ieiiting in his latest moan ; 

And while it died away a shade pass'il by. 

As of a thunder-tloud. When arrows fly 

Tlirougli the thick branches, poov ring-doves sleek 

Ibrth 
Their Ijmld necks and tremble; so these both 
Leant to each other trembling, and sat so 
Waiting for some destruction — when lo ! 
Fool-fealher'd Mercury appearM sublime 
Beyond the tall tree tops; and in less tim e 
Than shoots the slantedJl^-Korm, down he dropp'd 
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Towards the gTOUnci; but rested not, iior stnpp'd 
One moment fraiii lits liomB ; only tlie sward 
He with hia wand li^^ht touch'd, and heavenward 
Swifter than si^ht was gone — even before 
The teeming earth a sudden witness bore 
(Jf his swill magic Diving awans appear 
Above tlie eryatal uirL-lings white and clear ; 
And L'atth the cheated eye in wild Surprise, 

IIuw they tan dive in Eight and unseen rise 

So from the turf outsprang two steeds jet-black, 
Each witU large dark blue win"s Ufion liia bauk 
The yoiitli of Caria plated the lovely dame 
On one, and felt himself in spleen to fame 
The other's fierceness. Through the air they flew, 
High as the eagles. Like two drops of dew 
Eshaled to Phffibus' lipa, away tbey are gone. 
Far from the earth away — unseen, alone. 
Among eool clouds and winds, but that the free 
Tlie buoyant litij of aong can floatiiii' be 
Abovi! thi^ir heads, and lollow them untired. 
Muse of my native land I am Ilnspired ? 
This is the giihly air, aiid I must spread 
Wide pinions lo keep here ; nor do I dread 
Or height, or depth, or wiilth, or any chance 
Precipitous: I have heneath my glance 
Those towering horses and their mournful freinUt. 
Could I thus sail, and see, and thus await ° 
Feai-lesa for power of thouglit, without thine aid ? 
There is a sleepy dusk, an odorous shade 
From BOinu approachin" wonder, and behold 
Ihc^ winged steeds, with snorting nostrils bold 
oiniti al ita faint extreme, ami sceni to lire, 
I'ying to embers from their native fire ! 

There ciiri'd a purple mist around Ihem ; soon, 
It seein'd as when around the pale new moon 
Sad Zephyr droops the clouds like weeping willow : 
Twas Sleep slow journeying with head on pillow. 
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For th« first time, since he came (11^11 ileaii-born 
Fram the old womb of night, Uis cave forlorn 
Had he laft more forlorn ; for tha first time, 

He fult hIooC the day and morning's piime 

Bofause Into hid depth Cimmerian 

Tliere came a dream, showing bow a young man, 

Ere a lean bat could plump its mintrj' skin. 

Would at high Jove's empyreal footstool win 

An immortality, and how espouse 

Jove's daughter, and be retkon'd of his house. 

Now ivas he slumbering towawis lieaven's gate. 

That he might at the threshold one hour wait 

To hear the marjiage meloilies, and then 

Sink down ward to hia dusky cave again: 

Hia iitter of smooth Beniilucent mist, 

Diversely tinged with TO*a and amethyst, 

PuKzlcd those eyes that for ihe c-entre sought; 

And scarcely for one moment could be caught 

His sluggish form reposing motionless. 

Those two on winged steads, with all the stress 

Of vision seareh'd for hiin, as one would look 

Athwart the sallows of a river nook 

Tu catch a glance at silver-throated eels, — 

Or fi'oin old Skiddttw's top, when fog conceals 

His rogged forehead in a mantle pale. 

With an eye-guess towards some pleasant vale, 

Descry a favourite hamlet faint and far. 

These raven horses, though they foster'd are 
Of earth's sjjienetic (ire, dully drop 
Their I'ull-vein'ii ears, nostrils blood wide, and sl^jp; 
Lpon the spiritless mist have they outspread 
'I"lieir ample feathers, are in slumber dead, — 
Anil on those pinions, level in mid-air, 
Kndymion sleepeth and the ladv fair. 
Slowly they sail, slowly as icy isle 
Upon a calm sea drifting: and meanwhile 
Tlie mournfu! waudeiiir di'cama. Behold ! he walks 
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On heaven's pavement, brotlierly ht" talks 

To divine powers: Ironi bis hand full iain 

Juno's proud birds are petlting pearly grain : 

He tries the nerve of Phcebua' golden bow, 

And asketh wliei'e the golden ajipies grow : 

Upon his arm he brat'ea Pallas' shield, 

Anil strives in viun to unsettle and wield 

A Jovian thunderbolt : arch Hebe brings 

A fuU-brimm'd goblet, danoea lightly, sings 

And tantalizes long; at last he drinks, 

And lost in pleasure, at ber feet he ^nks, 

Touuhing wi(h dazzled lips her starlight hand. 

He blows a bugle, — an ethereal band 

Are visible above : the SeaBoiis four, — 

Green-kirtled Spring, Hush Summer, golden store 

In Anlumn's sJL'kle, Winter fi-osly hoar, 

Join dance with sliadowy Hours; while still the blast, 

in Ewells unmitigated, etill doth last 

To swav their Hoating morris. " Whose is tiiis '? _ 

Whose bugle ? " he inquires : they r-mile — ■' Dis ! 

Why is this mortal here ? Doat thou not know 

Its mistress' lips ? Not tliou ? — "Tia Dian's : lo ! 

She rises treseented 1 " He looks, 'tis she. 

His very gOildi'Ss : good-bye earth, and sea, 

And air, and pains, and rare, and suffering ; 

(!ood-bve to all but love I Tliun doth he spring 

TowarJs her, and awakes — and, strange, o'erhead. 

Of those same fragrant exhalations bred. 

Behold a«ak'e his very dream ; the gods 

Stood smiling ; merry Hebe laiaglis and nods; 

And Phcebe bends towards him eresvented. 

O state perplexing ! On the pinion bed. 

Too well awake, he leels the panliiig side 

Of his dclii-ious iady. He who died 

For soaring too audatious in the sun. 

Where that same truaidierous wax began to nm, 

Felt 1101 m(,.e longue-tled than Endymion. 

His heart loaut wp as to its lightlul throne, 
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To that fair-aTiadow'd paasion pulsed its way — 

All, what perplexity I Ah, well a-(lay ! 

So fond, so Iwauteous was Lis bed-fellow, 

Hu could not help but icise her : then he grew 

Awhile forgetful of all beauty save 

Youiin; Phcebe's, golden-hair'd ; and so 'gan crave 

Foi^iveneas : yet lie turn'd onoe more to look 

At the sweet sleeper, — all his aoul was shook, — 

She prcss'd his band in slumber ; so once more 

He coald not help but kiss her and adore. 

At this the shadow wept, melting away. 

The Latmian started up ; " Bright i.'0(l<ieFs, stay I 

Searuh my most hidden breast ! By truth's own 

I have no diedale heart ; why is it wrung 
To desperation ? la there nought for nie, 
Upon the bourne of bliss, but misery ?" 

Tliese words awoke the stranger of dark tresses : 
llv.v dawning love-look rapt Endymion blesses 
With 'li.tviour soft. Sleep yawn'd from underneath. 
" Thou swan of Ganges, let us no more breathe 
This inurky phantasm ! thou eontented seem'st 
Pillow'd in lovely idleness, nor dream'st 
What horrors may discomfort thee and me. 
Ah, shouhlst thou die fi'om my heart'tn^ai^hery ! — ■ 
Tet did she merely weep — her gentle soul 
Hath no revenge in it ; as it is wliole 
In tenderness, would I were whole in love 1 
Can I |)iize thee, fair maid, all price above, 
Even when I feel as true as innocence I 
1 do, I do. — What is this soul then ? Whence 
Came it ? It does not seem my own, and I 
Have no sislf-passion or identity. 
Some feailul end muat be ; where, where is it ? 
By Nemesis ! I see my spirit flit 
Alone about the dark— Fcirsive mo, sweet! 
Shall we away ? " He roused the steeds ; they 
beat 
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Their wiiiga chivalrous into the clear air, 
I-eaving old Sleup within hia vapouiy lair. 

Tha frood-nisht bluah of eve was waning slow 
And Vespar, risen star, began to throe 
In tlie (iusk heavens silvery, when (hey 
Tlius sprang direct towards the Galaxy. 

'Ear did speeil hinder con versa soft and strance 

Eternal oaths and vows they iiiterfhange, ° 

In such wise, in suoh temper, so aloof 

Tip in the winds, beneath a starry roor, 

So witleas of their doom, that verily 

'Tifl well nigh past man's search their hearts to see' 

Whether they wept, or kugh'd, or grieved, or 

Moat like with joy gone mad, with sorrow cloy'd. 

Fnl|Ai mL.their swift fl fitht, from ebon streak. 
The moon put tbrth a little diamond peak, 
Wybtgwerth OT raii uiioSeR'arsISv 
Or'tiiiyjjointofTairy scimetar; 
lirijjht signal that she only stoop'd to tie 
Her silver Sandals, ere delitioualy 
She bow'd hito the heavens her timid head. 
SioSly Hhe j'use, asthough she would have fled, 
while to his lady meek the Carian tnrn'd, 
To mark if her .lark eyes hail yet discem'd 
This beanty in its birth — Despair ! despair ! 
He saw hei- body fading gaunt and spare 
In the cold moonshine. Straight he seized her wrist 
It melted from his grasp ; her han<l he kiss'd, 
And, horror I kisa'd his own — he was alone. 
Her steed a little higher soar'd, and then 
Dropt hawk-wise to the earth. 

There lies a den, 
Beyond the seeming confines of the space 
Made for the soul to wander in and trace 
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Its owe exiatenee, of remotest glooms. 
Dai-k regions are around it, where the tombs 
Of bulled "riefs the sj)irit sees, but scarce 
One hour doth linger weeping, for the pierce 
Of new-born woe it Ifeels more inly smart: 
And in these radons man; a venom'il dart 
At random flies ; they are the proper borne 
Of every ill : the man is yet to eonie 
Who hath not journey'd in this native helL 
But few have ever felt how calm and well 
Sleep may be bad in that deep den of all. 
I^iere annuish does not sting, nor pleasure pall; 
Woe-hurricanes beat ever at tlie gate, 
Yet all is still within and desolate. 
Beset with painful gusts, within ye hear 
No sound so loud as when on curtain'd bier 
The death-watch tick is stifled. Enter none 
Who strive thuretbre ; on the auddeci it is won 
Just when the sufferer begins to burn. 
Then it is free to him ; and from an urn. 
Still ied by melting ice, he takes a draught — 
Young Seuiele such riehness never qualPd 
In her maternal longing. Happy gloom I 
D.irk Paradise ! where pale becomes the bloom 
Of health by due ; where silence dreariest 
Lt most articulate ; where hopes infest ; 
Where those eyes are the brightest far that keep 
Their lids shut longest in a dreamless sleep. 
O happy spirit-home I O wondrous soul I 
Prf^nant with such a den to save the whole 
In thine own depth. Hail, gentle Oarian ! 
For, never since thy griefi anil woes began, 
Hast thou felt so eonient : a grievous feud 
Hath led tliee la this Cave of Quietude. 
Ay, his luli'd soul was there, alihoiigh upborne 
With dangerous speed : and so lie liid not mourn 
Because he knew not whither lie was going. 
So happy was he, not the aerial blowing 
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Of trumpets at clear parley from the east 
Could rouse from that fine relish, that high fe»st. 
They atung the feather'cl horse ; with fiKri^e alarm 
He fl^pp'd towards the sound. Alas I no charm 
Could !ift Endymion's head, or he had vieBr'd 
A skyey mast, a pinion'd multitude, — 
And silvery was its passing ; voices sweet 
Warbling the while as if to lull and greet 
The wanderer in his path. Thus warbled they. 
While past the vision went in bright array. 

" Who, who from Dian's feast would be away ? 
For all the golden bowers of the day 
Are empty lefi ? Who, who away would be 
From Cynthia's wedding and festiviCy ? 
Not Hesperus : lo I upon his ^Iver wiugs 
He leans away for highest heaven and sings. 
Snapping hislueid fingers merrily ! — 
Ah, Zephyrus ! art here, and Flora too ? 
Ye tender bibbers of the rain and dew. 
Young playmates of the rose and daffodil, 
Be earelul, ere ye enter in, to fill 

Your baskets high 
With fennel green, and balm, and golden pines. 
Savory latter-minC, and columbines, 
Cool parsley, basil sweet, and sunny thyme ; 
Yea, every flower and leaf of evety clime. 
All gatbei^ in the dewy morning : hie 

Awayl fly, fly! — 
Crj'stalline brother of the belt of heaven, 
Aquarius I to whom king Jove lias given 
Two litfuid pulse streams 'stead of fuathev'd wings, 
Two fanlike fountains, — thine illuminings 

For Dian play: 
Dissolve the frozen purity of air; 
Let Iby white shoulders silvery and bare 
Show cold through watery pinions; make more 

bright 
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The Star-Qoeeii'a trescent on her marrIi\go night; 

Haste, haite away I 
Castor has tamed the jilanet Lion, see 1 
And of ihe Baar has Pollux mastery : 
A third ia in ihe race I who is the thiril, 
Speeding away swift aa the eagle bird ? 

The ramping Centflur ! 
The Lion's mane 's on entl : the Bear how fieri:e ! 
The Centaur's arrow ready seems to pienie 
Some enemy; far forth his bow is bent 
Into the blue of heaven. He'll be shent, 

Pale unrelentor, 
When he shall hear the weddinjr lutes a playing. — 
Andromeda 1 sweet woman I why delaying 
So timidly among the stars : eome hither \ 
Join this bright throng, and nimbly follow whither 

They all are going. 
Danae's Son, before Jove newly bow'd, 
Has wept for thee, calling to Jove aloud. 
Thee, {rentle lady, did ho disentVirall ; 
Te ehall for ever live and love, for all 

Thy tears are flowing. — 
By Daphne's fright, behold Apollo 1 " — 

Endymion beard not : down his steyd him bore, 
Prone to the green head of a uiiaty hill. 

His first touch of the earth went nigh to kill. 
" Alas!" said be, •' were I but always borne 
Through dangerous winds, had but my footsteps 

A path in hell, for ever would I blesa 

Horrors whieh nonrish an uneasiness 

For my own sullen conquering ; to him 

Who lives beyond earth's boundary, grief is dim, 

Sorrow is but a shadow; now I s«c 

The grass ; I feel the solid ground — Ah, me I 
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It is tliy voice — divinest I Where ? — who ? who 

Left thee so qutet on this bed of dew ? 

Beliold upon this happy eartli we are ; 

Let us aye love eauh other ; let us fare 

On forestrfroils, and never, never go 

Among the abodes of mortals here below, 

Or be by phantoms duped. desliny ! 

Into a labyrinth now my soul would fly, 

But with thy beauty will I dea<lBi) it. 

Where didat thou melt to ? Bj- ihee will I sA 

For ever : let our fate stop here — a kid 

I on this spot will offer: Pan will bid 

Us live in peace, in love and peaoe among 

His forest wildernesses. 1 have elung 

To nothing, loved a nothing, nothing''seen 

Or felt but a great -Iream ! Oh, I have been 

Presumptuous ajjainat love, against the sky, 

Against all elements, against the tie 

Of mortals eat-h t« each, against the blooms 

or flowers, rush of rivers, and the tomba 

Of heroi's gone I Against his proper glory 

Has my own soul couS|)ired ; so my story 

Will I to children utter, and repent. 

There never liveil a mortal man, who bent 

His appetite beyond his natural sphere. 

But slttrved and died. My sweetest Indian, here, 

Here wdl I kneel, for thou redeemed hast 

My life from too thin breathing : gone and past 

Are uioudy phantasms. Caverns lone, farewell 1 

And air of visions, and the monstrous swell 

Ol' visionary seas 1 No, never more 

Shall airy voices cheat me to the shore 

Of tangled wonder, breathless and aghast. 

Adieu, my daintiest Dream I although so vast 

My love is still for thee. The hour may come 

When we shall meet in pure elysium. 

On earlli I may not lovo thee, and therefore 

Uoves will I ollVr up, and sweetest store 
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All through the teeming year : so tlioii wilt sliino 
Oil int;, »iid on this (ianisel lair of mine, 
And blew our simple lives. My Iiuliaii bliss ! 
My rivBT-lily bud f one human ]cm ! 
Ojie sigh of real breath — one gentle squeeze. 
Warm as a dove's nest among Humiiier trees, 
And warm with dew at ooze from living blood ! 
Whither didst mell ? Ah, what of tbalT— allji:ood 
We'll talk about — no more of dvi'aming. — Sow, 
Where shall our dwellinif be ? Under (he brow 
Of some steep niosay hill, where ivy dun 
Would hide ua up, although spring leaves were 

And where dark yew-trees, us we ruslle thraugh, 

W.ll drop their starlet^beriy tops of dew I 

O thou would'st joy to live in sut;h a place 1 

Dusk for our loves, yet %ht enough to grace 

Those gentle limbs on moasy bed reclined : 

For by one step the blue sky shouldat tiiou fInJ, 

And by another, in deep dell below, 

bfco, through the trees, a little river go 

All in its mid-day gold and glimmering. 

Honey from out the gnarled hive I'll bring, 

And apples, wan with sweetness, gather (Eee, — 

Cresses that grow where no man may them see, 

And BonBl untom by ihe dew-claw'd stag : 

Pipes will I fasliion of the syrinx flag. 

That thou mays! always know whither I roam, 

When it shall please thee In our quiet home 

To ViBten anil tli'ink of love. St'ill lei me speaV ; 

Slill let me dive into the joy I seek, — 

For yet the past doih prison me. The rill. 

Thou haply mays! dehjiht in, will I fill 

With fairy lishes from the mount^n tarn. 

And thou Khalc feed (hem fi'om the squirrel's bam. 

jLs bottom will 1 strew with amber shollu. 

And pebbles blue from deep enehanled wells. 

Its aides I'll phm* with dew-sweet eglantine. 
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And honeysuckles foil of clear bee-wine, 

I will enti<^« tills crystal rill to trace 

Love's silver name upon the meadow's face. 

I'll Jtnoel to Vesta, for a flaiiio of fire ; 

And to poii PhccbuB, for a fjolden Ij-re ; 

To Empress Diari, for a huiitinjj-spear ; 

To Vesper, for a taptir si I vei'-clear, 

That I may see thy oaauty through the night; 

To Flor^ and a iiighliugalc shall light 

Tame on thy finger ; to the RiveiHjoile 

And they shall biin^ tiiee taper fishing-rods 

Of gold, and lines ot naiads' long bright tress. 

Heaven shield thee for thine utter loveline^ ! 

Thy nioaay footstool shall the altar be 

'Fore which I'll bend, bending, dear love, to theo ! 

Tliose lips shall be my Delphos, and shall speak 

Laws to my footsteps, uolour to my cheek. 

Trembling or steadfaatness to this same voice. 

And of three sweetest pleasurings the choice; 

And that afl'ectionate light, those diamond things, 

Those eyes, those passions, those supi'eine pearl 

Shall be my grief, or twinkle me (o pleasure. 
Say, is not bliss within our perfect seizure ? 
Oh that I coald nol doubt 1 " 

The mountaineer 
Thus strove by fancies vain and crude to clear 
His brier'd path to some tranquillity. 
It gave bright gladness to his lady's eye, 
Anil yet the tears she wept were tears of sorrow 
Answering thus, just as the golden morrow 
Bisam'd upward from the valleys of the east : 
" that the flutter of his lieart had ceased. 
Or the sweet name of love had pass'd away 1 
Young featber'd tyratit ! by a swift decay 
Wilt thou devote this body to the earth : 
And I do think that at my very birth 
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I IJsp'd thj blooming titles inwardly ; 

For at tliii first, firsc ilawn and tliou<;lit of (hr.i, 

Witli nplilt liaiida I bless'd the stars ol' iieavtii. 

Alt llioa not cruel ? ever hate I striven 

To (hiiik lliee kind, hut ah, it, will not do ! 

When yet a uhilJ, I heard that kisses drew 

F.tvour from thee, and so I kisses gave 

To the void Mr, Mdding them find out love : 

But when I came to t'eul how far above 

Ail faniij', pride, and fickle maidenhood, 

All earthly pleasure, all imapned good, 

Was the warm tremble of a devout kiss, — 

Kveu then that moment, at the thought of this. 

Fainting 1 fell into abeii of flowers, 

And langiiisb'd there tluve days. Te milder 

Am I not cruelly wrong'd? Believe, believe 
Me, dear Endymion, were I to weave 
With my own i'aneiua garlands of sweet life,_ 
Thou should'st be one of all. Ah, bitter strife 1 
I mav not be tliy love : I am forbidden — 
indued I am — thwarteil, affrighted, chidden. 
By things I trembled at, and gor-gon wrath. 
Twieo hast thou ask'd whither I went : henceforth 
Ask me no more I I may not utter it. 
Nor may I be thy love. We might commit 
Om-selves at once to ven^eanL-e : we might die ; 
We might embrace and die : voluptaans thought ! 
Enliirge uot to my hunger, or I'm caught 
In trammels of perverse deliciouaness. 
No, no, that shall not bo: tlieo mill I bless, 
And bid a long adieu." 

The Carian 
No word return'd : both lovelorn, silent, wan. 
Into the valleys green together wont. 
Far wandering, they were perforce content 
To ait hcneatl) a fair lone bcechen tree ; 
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ach other gazed, but huayily 

I its bazti oirc[u« of slieddwd leaves. 

o belioM [hoe tl ...^>„„ . 

Enakied ere liiia, but truly that 1 deem 
Truth the best music in a first-born song. 
Thy lute-voice'd brother will I sing ere Ion", 
And thou ebalt aid — haat thou not aided me ? 
Yes, [Moonlight Emperor! felicity 
Has been thy meed for many thousand j'enra; 
Yet often have I, on the biink of tears, 
Afourn'd asifyel thoa wert a foi-eater; — 
Foi^tting the old lale. 

He did not stir 
His eyes from the dead leaves, or one small poise 
01 joy h« might have fell. The spirit culls 
Unladed amaranth, when wild it strays 
Throiigh the old Karden-groimd of boyish days. 
A littlu onward ran the very stream 
By which he look his first soft poppy dream; 
And on the very bark 'gainst which he leant 
A cresL'eiit he had uarvecl, and round it spent 
His skill in little stars. The teeuung tree 
Hail swoll'n and ai-eeii'd the pious charaetery. 
But not ta'en out. Why, there was not a slope 
U[) whifh hi! h^id not fear'd the antelopi^ ; 
Aiid not ii t.i\m, beneath whose ronty shade 
Ilii Im.< not with his tamed leop^nla'nlavM; 



And jut he km 



B his bad never been - 



O treachery ! 
Why does his lady smile, pleasing her eye 



With all his s' 



her not. 



iiut who so Bfarea on him ? His aster snre 
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Pc^ona of the wooils ! — Can she eu^iure V 

luijiossibio — how dearly they euibraof ! 
His h(iy smiles; deliy;ht is iii her faue ; 
It is no IreachBry. 

" Dear brother mine ! 
Eniiymion, weep not so I Why should'st thou pine 
Whan alt jireat Latmoa so exalt will he ? 
Thauk the great gotls, and look not bitterly; 
And speak not one pale H'or<i, and sigh no" more. 
Sure I will not believe tlioa hast sueh store 
Of grief, to last thee to my kigg again. 
Thou surely canst not bear a mind in p^n, 
Come hand in hand with one so beautiful. 
Be happy both of you! for I will pull 
The flowers of autumn for j-our coronals. 
Pan's holy prleat for young Eiidymion ealla ; 
And when lie ia restored, thou, fairest dame, 
Shalt be onr (jneen. Now, ia it not a shame 
To see ye thus, — not very, very aad ? 
Perhajis ye are too happy to he glad: 
O fi>el as if it were a eoinmon day ; 
Free-voiced as one who never was away. 
No tongue shall ask, whence come ye? but ye 

Ba aods of your own rest imperial. 

Not even I, for one whole month will pry 

Irtlo the hours that have pass'd us by. 

Since in my arbour I did Mug to thee. 

Hermes! on this very night will be 

A hymning up to Cynthia, queen of light ; 

For tliu soothsayers old saw yeBternight 

Good visions in the air,— whence wFll befall, 

Aa say these si^jes, health perpetual 

To shepherds and their floufca ; and furthermore, 

In Diaii's face they read the gentle lore: 

Therefore for her the*e vesper-earols are. 

Our friends will all be there from nigh and far 



r„-.dh.Google 



lU EN DY Ml ON. 

5Iaii}' iipnn thj" death have dittips made ; 

Ami many, even now, tlieir foreheaJs shailo 

With cjpress, on a day of saui'lfice. 

New singing for our maids shall thou devise, 

And plutk the BOi'row fixnn our Jinntsiniin'a brows. 

Tell Hie, Diy lady-qneen, how to eaponae 

This wayward brother to his rijrlittu! joys 1 

His eyes are on tliee bent, as thou didst poise 

Uiii fate nioRt poiidess-like. Help me, I pray, 

To lure — Endymion, dear hrothur, say 

Wliat ails thee ? " He could bear no more, and so 

Bent his soul fiereely like a spiritual bow. 

And twanifd it inwardly, and ealmly said ; 

" I would have thee my only fi'iend, sweet maad ! 

My only visitor 1 not ignorant though. 

That those deceptions which for pleasure go 

'Mong men, are pleasures real as real may be; 

But there are hijiher ones I may not see, 

If impiously an earthly realm I take. 

tjinro I saw ihce, I have been wide awake 

Night af^er night, and day by day, until 

Of the empyrean I have <lrunk my fill. 

Let it content thee, Sistor, seeing me 

Mere hapj)y than betides mortality. 

A liurniit young, Til live in mossy eave, 

Where tlioii alone shalt come to me, and lave 

Thy spirit in the wonders I shall tell. 

Tliraugh me the shepherd realm shall prosper well ; 

For to thy tongue will I all health confide. 

And for my sake, let this young maid abide 

^Vith thee as a dear aster. Thou alone, 

I'eona, mayst return to me. I own 

'fhis may sound strangely; but when, dearest girl, 

Thou seeat it for my happiness, no pearl 

Will trespass down 'those cheeks. Companion fair ! 

Wilt be content to dwell with her, to shave 

This sister's love with me ? " Like one resign'd 

And bent by eircumstances, and thereby blind 
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ENDYMION. 

In self-eommitment, thus, that meek uriktion 
" Aj, but a buzzing by my ears has liown, 
Ol" jubilee to Dian: — truthi heardi 
Well then, I see there is no little bii'd, 
Tender soever, but is Jove's own care. 



So after luy own heart I I Icnew, I knew 
There was a place untenanted in it ; 
In (hat same void white Chastity shall at, 
And monitor me nightly to lone slumber. 
With sanest lips I vow me to the number 
Of DJan'B sisterhood ; and kind lady. 
With thy good help, this very night shall see 
My fnture days to her fane consecrate." 

As feels a dreamer what doth most create 
His own particular frishl, so these three felt : 
Or like one who, in after ages, knelt 
To Lucifer or Baal, when he'il pine 
After a little sleep: or when in mine 
Tar under-ground, a sleeper meels his friends 
Who know him not. Each diligently bends 
Towanls commori thoughts and things for very 

Striving their ghastly malady to cheer, 
By thinking it a thing of yes and no, 
That housewives talk of. But the spirit-blow 
Was slruek, and all were dreamers. At the last 
Enilyiiiion said: "Are not our fates all cast? 
Why stand we here 'I Adieu, ye tender pair ! 
Adiau ! " Whereat those maidens, with wild starei, 
WalkM dizzily away. Pained and hot 
His cyKH went after them, until they ,jot 
Near to a cypress grove, whose deailly maw, 
In one swift moment, would what then he saw 
Engulf fin ever. " Stay," he cried, " ah, stay t 
Turn dauiseis ! hist ! one woi'd I have to say : 
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146 £NDrMION'. 

Sweet Indian, I would see thee once aoain. 
It 13 a tUiiig I liote on : so I'd fain, " 
Peona, ye should hand in hand repair. 
Into those holy (proves that silent are 
Baliiiid crreat Dian'u tsmple. I'll be yon, 

At Vesper'a earliest twinkle — thev are •.'one 

But oifiie, once, oiire afrain — " At thiu he preat 

His hanils against hia tace, and then did rait 

His head npon a mossy hillock green 

And so reinain'd as he a corpse had been 

All the long day ; save when he seantly lifted 

His eyes abroad, to see how shadows shifted 

With the alow move of time, — slu^sh and weary 

Until the poplar tops, in journey cireary. 

Hail reaeh'd the river's brim. 'Then up he rose, 

And, slowly as that very river flows, 

Walk'd towards Ihe temple-grove with this lament; 

" ^Vhy Buch a golden eve? The breeze is sent 

Careful and soft, that not a leaf may fall 

Before the serene father of them all 

Bows doivn his summer bead below the west. 

Now am I of breath, speech, and speed ptesest, 

But at the setting I must bid adieu 

To her for the l!»t time. Night will strew 

On the damp grass myriads of lingering leaves, 

And with theui shall I die ; nor much it grievea 

To die, when summer dies on the cold sward. 

Why, I have been a butterfly, a lord 

Of flowers, garlands, love-knots, silly posies, 

Groves, meailows, melodies, and arbour-roses; 

My kingilom 's at its death, and just it is 

Tbat I should die with it : so in all this 

We miscall grief, bale, sorrow, heart-break, woe. 

What is there to plain of? By Titan's foe 

I am bat rightly served," So saying, he 

Tripp'd lightly on, in sort of deathful glee ; 

Laughing at the clear stream and setting sun, 

A^ though they jests had been ; nor had he dona 
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ENDYMION. H7 

His laugh at nature's holy countenance, 

Until that grove. appear'J, as if perciliance, 

And then his tongue with sob«r se^itiUhgd 

Gave utterance aa he enter"d : " Ha I " he said, 

" King of the butterflies ; but by this gloom, 

And by old Rliadamantbus' tongue of doom, 

Tliis (tusk reli-jion, poinp of solitude, 

And the Promethean clay by tliief endued. 

By old Satumus' forelock, by hif! head 

Shoot with eternal palsy, 1 did wed 

Myseif to things of light from infancy ; 

And thus to be cast out, thus lorn to die, 

Is sure enough to make a mortal man 

Grow impious." So he inwardly began 

On things for which no wording can be found ; 

Deeper and deeper wnking, untjl lirown'd 

Beyond the reach of music : for the ehoir 

01 Cynthia ha heard not, though rough brier 

Kor niuflling thicket interposed to dull 

The Vesper hymn, far swollen, soft and full. 

Through the dark pillars of those sylvan aiales. 

He saw not the two maidens, nor their smiles, 

Wan as primroses gather'd at midnight 

By ehilly-fiuger'd spring. Unhappy wight 1 

« Endymion I" said Poena, " we are hei* ! 

What wouldst thou ere we all are laid on bier? " 

Then he embraced her, and his lady's hand 

Pre^'d, sayini;; " Sister, I would have command. 

If it were heaven's will, on our sad fate." 

At which that dark-eyed stranger stood elate 

And said, in a new voice, but sweet as love. 

To Endymion's amaze : " By Cupid's dove. 

And so thou shalt! and by the lily truth 

Of my own breast thou shalt, beloved youth ! " 

And as she spake, into her face there cante 

Light, as reflected from a silver flame : 

Her long black liair swell'd ampler, in display 

Full golden ; in her eyes a brighter day 
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14H ENDYiflON. 

DawiiM blue, md full of love. Aye, ho bolield 
Flitelje, his passion ! jovous sIib uplield 
He.r lucid bow, uoiitiauing thus: "Drtutr, drear 
Has our delajlnjr been ; but foolish fear 
Withheld me lirst ; and then deureea of fnte ; 
And then 'twas lit that from this mortal state 
Tboa shouhlsC, \aj love, by sotue unluok'd-fol 

change 
Be spiritualized. Feona, we shall range 
ThfiSB foresM, and to thee they safe shall be 
As was thy cradle ; hither shalt tbou flee 
To meet us many a time." Next Cynthia bright 
Puona kisj'd, and bless'd with fair j;;ood night : 
Her brother kiss'd ber too, and knelt adown 
Before bis godiless, in a, blissful swoon. 
Shu gave ber fair hands to biih, and behold, 
Before three swiftest kisses be bad told. 
They vanished far away I — Peona went 
Home through the gloomy wood in woudermenL 
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UPOS a time, before the faery hi-aoth 
Drove Nympli and Satjr from Ilia prosjHirous 
woods. 
Before Kinjr Oberon's bright diadem, 
Scejiti'e, atid mantle, claspM with deivy gem, 
Frighted away the Dryails and the Fauna 
From rushes green, and brakes, and uowslipp'd 

The ever-suiiWen Hermea empty left 

Hia gohlen tlirone, bent warm on amoraus tlieft ; 

From liijih Olympus Lad he stolen light, 

On this side ol' Jove's ulouds, to esi^ape the sight 

Of his great snmmonei^ and made retreat 

Into a forest on the shorea of Crete. 

For somewhere in that sacred island dwelt 

A nymph, to ithom all hooled Satyrs knelt ; 

At whose white feet the langai<l Tritons pour*!! 

Pearls, while on land they'wither'd and adored. 

Fast by the springs where' she lo bathe was wont, 

And in those meads where soniedmes she might 

Were strewn rich giOs, unknown to any Muse, 
Though Fanty's tasket were anioefe'd to choose. 
Ah, what a'world of love was at her f^et I 
So Herinej thought, and a celestial heat 
Biirn'd front hia winged heels to either ear, 
That from a whiteness, as the lily clear, 
Blush'il into roses 'miil his golden hair, 
Fallen In jealous curls ahout his shoulders bare 
From vale to vale, from wood to wood, he flew, 
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Biealhiiig upon tlie flowers liis passion new, 
And wound wiili raEiny a riyer to its lieaj, 
To Hail wliere this sweet irnnph prepared her 

setret bed : 
In vain ; the sweet nymph iiii^ht nowhere be found. 
And so lie rested, on the lonelj' ground. 
Pensive, and full of painful jealousies 
Of the Wood-(iods, and even the very trees. 
There as he stood, he heard a uiournful voice, 
Sutli as once heai'd, in gentle heart, destroys 
All jiain but plt;^ : thus the lone voice spabe : 
" When from this wreathed tomb shall I awake I 
When move in a sweet bodv fit for life. 
And love, and pleasure, and the ruddy strife 
Of hearts and iips ! Ah, miserable mel" 
The God, dove-fouled, glided silently 
Round buih and tree, sul^-brushing, in his speed, 
The taller grasses and full-flowering weed, 
Until he found a palpitating snake. 
Bright, and eirque-comjhant in a dusky brake. 

She was a gordian ahape of dazzling hue, 
Ver mil ion-spo tted. golden,^reen, and blue ; 
Striped like a zelira, freckled Tike a pM'd, 
Eyed lik e a peacock, and all crimson barr'd; 
And full" of silver' in6ona,'THaf, 'aa "sne"Bre'athed, 
Dissolved, or brighter shone, or intei' wreathed 
Tlieir lustres with the gloomier tapestries — 
So r^jibow-$ided, touch'd with miseries, 
Khe seeni'd at onee, some penanced lady elf, 
Some demon's mistress, or tlie demon's self, 
U[>on her crest she wore a wannish fire 
Sprinkled with stars, like Ariadne's tiar; 
iior head was sei'pent, but ah, bitter-sweet ! 
She hEid a woman's mouth with all its pearls com- 

Anil for her eyes — what could such eyes do there 
But weep, and weep, that they were born bo fair? 
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LAMIA. Ifll 

As Proserpine still weeps for bar Sicilian air. 
Her throat was serpent, but the words slie spake 
Came, as through bubbling honey, for l^ove's sabS; 
Anil thus; wbile Hurmes on his pinions lay, 
Like a stoop'U faluon ere be takes his prey : 

" Fair Hermes I erown'd with fealhers, fluttering 
light, 
I had a splendid dream of theo last niglit : 
I saw thi^e sitling, on a throne of {iolii, 
Among the Gods, upon Olympus old, 
The only sad one ; for thou didst not hear 
The soft, lute-fingery Muses ehaniang clear, 
Nor even Apollo when he sang alone, 
Deaf to his throbbing throat's long, long melodious 

I dreamt I saw thee, robed in pupple flakes. 
Break amorous through the clouds, as morning 

And, swiftly as a bright Ehcehean dart, 
Strike ibr the Civtan isle ; and here ihou art 1 
Too gentle Hermes, hast thou founii the maid?" 
Whereat the star of Lethe not delay'd 
His rosy eloquence, and thus inquired : 
" Thou amooih-lipp'd serpent, surely high-inspired 1 
Thou beauteous wreath, with melancholy eyes, 
Possess whatever bliss thou canst devise, 
Telling me only where my nymph is fled, — 
Where she doth breathe I " "Bright planet, thou 

hast said," 
Return'd the snake, " but sea! with oaths, fw God ! " 
" I swear," saiil Hermes, " by my serpent rbil, 
And by thine eyes, and by thy starry crown 1" 
Light flew his earnest words, among the blossoms 

blown. 
Then thui again the brilliance feminine : 
" Too frail of heart ! for this lost nymph of thine, 
Free a.* tlii: aiv, invisibly, sbu strays 



r„-.dh.G00gle 



152 LAMIA. 

About lliese thornless wilds; her pleasant dajs 

She tastes unseen; unseen her nni.hle fetC 

Leave l:rai;es in tbe grass and flowers sweet : 

From nreary tendrils, and bow'd braiichiui green, 

Sbe pluuka the fruit unseen, she bathua unseun"*: 

And by my power ia her beauty veil'd 

To keep it unafiVonted, iinassaU'd 

By the love-glances of unlovely eyes, 

or kiatyra, Pauns, and bleai-'d Sdenits' sighs. 

Pale grew ber immortality, Ibr woe 

Of all tliese lovers, and she grieved so 

I took eompassion ou lier, bade hi>r steep 

Her hiur iu weird sjrops, that iTould keep 

Her loveliness invi^<ible, yet free 

To wander as she loves, m liberty. 

Thou slialt behold lier, Hermes, thou alone, 

If thou nrjlt, as thou swearest, grant my boon I " 

Then, onee again, the charmed Grod began 

An oath, and through the serpent's ears it ran 

Warm, tremulous, devout, psalterian. 

Kavish'd site lilted her (^iruean bead, 

Bluah'd a live dainask, and swin-iisping said, 

" 1 nas a woman, let me have oni^e more 

A woman's shape, and charming as before. 

I love a youth of Corinth — () the bliss I 

GJ ve me my wouian's form, and place me where he is. 

Stoop, Hermes, let lue breathe upon thy brow. 

And tbou sbalt see tliy sweet nymph even now." 

The God on half-shut feathers sank serene, 

S!ie breathed upon his eyes, and swift was seen 

Of bath Che guarded nymph near-smiling on the 

It was no dream ; or say a dream it was. 

Real are the dreams of Gods, and ajnoothly pass 

Their pleasures in a long immortal dream. 

One warm, flush'd moment, hoveling, it might seenk 

"~ ' ' 's beauty ,.so he burn'd ; 

venlure, lurn'd 
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To the awoon'd serpent, and witli languid arm, 

Dflicatt, put to proof the lilhe Caducoan tharm. 

So done, upon the.njniph his eyes he bent 

Full of adoring tears and bland islimeut, 

And tflwards hei' alepl : she, like a luoon in wane, 

Faded liefbre him, cower'd, nor ooold restrain 

Her fearful sobs, self-foldjng like a flower 

Tlmt taints into iti«lf at evening liour ; 

But the God fostering her chilled liand, 

Sbe felt the wariulh, her eyelids opeii'd bland, 

And, like new flowers at mornins; Bong of bees, 

Bloom'il, and gave up her honey to the lees. 

Into the yireen-recessed woods they flew; 

Kor gruw tbey pale, as mortal lovers do. 

Left to herself, the serpent now began 
To ehange ; her elfin blood in madness ran, 
Her montli fijam'd, and the grass, therewith besprent, 
Wither'd at dew so sweet and virulent ; 
Her eyes in torture tix'd, and anguish drear, 
Hot, "lazed, and wide, with lid-lashes all scar, 
Flashd phosplior and sharp sparks, without one 

cooling tear. 
The colours all inHauied throughout her tmin. 
She wriilied about, convulsed with 9i-arle[ pain: 
A deep voleanian yellow took the plaee 
Of all her milder-mooned body's grace ; 
And, as the lavn ravishes the uieaii. 
Spoilt all her silver m^l, and golden brcde; 
Made gloom of all lier frecklicigs, streaks and bars, 
]CclinBed her creseents, and liek'd up her stars : 
So that, in moments f<Sw, ghe was undrest 
Uf all her sapphires, greens, and ametliyst. 
And rubious-argent: of all these bereft, 
Nothing but pain and ugliness were left. 
Still shone ber crown ; tliat vanisli'd, also she 
Melted and Uisapi>ear'd as suddenly ; 
And in the air, her new voice luting soft. 



r„-.dh.Google 



Crieii, "LyciuB I gentle Lyoius 1 " — borne aloft 
Willi tlie bright mists about the mountains hoar 
Those words dissolved: Cretu's foresta htard n 



Whither fled Lamia, now a lady bright, 
A ftill-bom beauty new and exquisite t 
Sliu fled into that valley tliey pass o'er 
Who gio to Corinth from Cenuhrnas' shore; 
And rested at (he foot of those wild hills, 
The rugjied founts of the Peraean rills, 
And of that other ridge whose barren back 
Stretches, wicb all its mist and cloudy rack, 
Konlh- westward to Cleone. There she stood 
Ai>out a young bird's flutter from a wood, 
Fail', on a sloping green of mossy tread. 
By a clear pool, wherein she passioned 
To see herself escaped from so sore ills. 
While her robes flaunted with the daffodils. 

Ah, happy Lycius ! — lor she was a maid 
More beautiful than ever twisted braid, 
f)r sisili'd, or blush'il, or on spring-flower'd lea 
Spread a green kirtle lo the minstrelsy : 
A vii^n purest IJpp'd, yeC'in the lore 
Of love deep learned to the red heart's core : 
Not one hour old, yet of sciential brain 
To uni^rplex bliss from its neighbour piuu ; 
Define their pettish limita, and estrange 
Their points of contact, and swift eouiiterchange ; 
Intrigue with the specious chaos, and dispart 
Its mo!<t ambiguous atoms with sure art; 
As though in Cupid's college she had n>ent 
Sweet, (lays a lovely graduate, still unshent. 
And kept his rosy terms in idle languiahment. 

Why this fair creature chose so fairily 
By the wayside lo linger, we shall sye ■ 
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But first 'tis fie to tell how she couhl muse 

Ami aream, when in the serpent prison-house, 

Of all she list, stranjje or raasnifieent : 

How, ever, where she will'd, her spirit went; 

Whether tn faint Elysium, or where 

Down llirooj^h tress-'liftinjt waves the Nereids fair 

Wind into Thetis* bower by many a pearly_ stair ; 

Or where Goil Bauuhus drains his cups ilivine, 

Stretch'd out, at ease, beneath a ■■lutinous pine ; 

Or where in Pluto's gardens palatine 

Mulciber's columns gleam in iar piazzian line. 

And Bometimes into cities she would send 

Her dream, with feast and rioting to blend ; 

And once, tvhile among mortals dreaming thus. 

She saw the young Corinthian Lycius 

Chariotini' foremost in the envious race, 

Like a vouiig Jove with calm nneager face, 

And fell into a swooning love of him. 

Now on the moth-time of that evening dim 

He would return that way, as well she knew, 

To Corinth from the shore; for freshly blew 

The eastern soft wind, and bia galley now 

Grated the quay-stones wilh her bi-azen prow 

In port Cenehreas, from Egioa isle 

Fresli anehor'il ; whither he had been awhile 

To sat-rifiiie to Jove, whose temple there 

Waits with high marble dooi-s for blood and m- 

Jove heard his vows, and better'd hia desire ; 
For by some freakful chance he made retire 
Froiii'his t-ompanions, and set forth to walk, 
Perhaps grown wearied of their Corinth talfc: 
Over the'solitarv hills he fared, 
Thooijhtless, at "first, but ere eve's star appeard 
His phantasy mas lost, where reason tadeu. 
In the ralra'd twilight of Platonic shades. 
Lamia behelil him coming, near, more near — 
Close lo her nassin", in iudiff.rei.'.-e drear. 
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His silent sandals swept the mossy green ; 

So iieighbour'il to biin, and yi^t bo iiiiaeen 

She stood : he pass'd, shut up in mysteries, 

His mind wrapp'd like his manlle, while her eyea 

FoUow'd his st«ps, and lier neck re^al white 

Tiivn'd — syllabling thus, " Ah, Lytius bii"ht ! 

And will j'ou leave me on the hills alone ? 

Lyuius, look back I and be some pity shown." 

He did ; not with eold woniJer fearinnly, 

But Orpheas-like at an Eurjdiee ; 

For BO <lelieious were the woi'ds she sung, 

]t seem'd he bail loved them a whole eiiuimer Ion": 

And soon his eyes had drunk her beauty up, 

Leavinjr no drop in the bewildering t-up. 

And still the cop mas full, — while he, afraid 

Lest she should vanish ere hij^ lips had paid 

Due adoration, thus began to ailore ; 

Her Boft look growing coy, she saw his ehain «o 

" Leave thee alone ! Lookbai'kl Ah, G&ldess,8ee 

Whether my eyes can ever turn from thee 1 

For pity do not this sad heart belie ~~ 

Even as thou vaiiishest so I shall die. 

Stay ' though a Naiaii ol' the rivers, stay I 

To thy far wishes will thy streams obey : 

Stay f lliough the greenest woods be tliy domtun, 

Alone they can drink up the morning rain: 

Thougli adesuended Pleiad, will not one 

Of lliioe harmoniouB sisters keep in tune 

Thy spheres, and as thy silver proxy shine ? 

So sweetly to these ravish'd ears of mine 

Came thy sweet greeting, that if thou shonldst 

Thy memory will waste me to a shade : — 
For pity do not melt!"— "If I should slay," 
Saul Lamia, " here, upon this floor of clay, 
And p^iin my stfps upon these flowers too roueh. 
What canst thou say or do of eharni enough 
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To <iull tlie nice remembrance of' my home ? 

'i'lum canst not ask me with thee here to roam 

Over these hills ami vales, whei-e no jov is, — 

Kiiipty of immortality ami hIJea 1 

Thou ai-t a sehokr, Lj-eius, and must know 

That finer spirits cannot hi'eathe b«low 

In human climes, and live : Alns I poor youth, 

What tastfi of purer air hast thou to soothe 

lly essence? What serener palaces. 

Where 1 may all my many senses please, 

And by mysteriom sleights a hundred thirsts a|>- 

It cannot be — Adieu ! " So said, she rose 

Tiptoe with irliite arms spread. He, sick to lose 

The amoi-ous promise of her lone complain, 

Swoon'd murmuring of iove, and pale with pain 

The cruel lady, without any show 

Of sorrow for her tender favourita's woe, 

But rather, if her eyes could brij;hler be, 

With brighter eyes and slow amenity. 

Put her new lips to his, and gave afresh 

The life she had so tangled in her mesh; 

And as he from one trance was wakening 

Into another, she be«;an to sing, 

Happy in beauty, lile, and love, and everything, 

A song of love, too sweet for eartlily lyres. 

While, like held breath, the stars drew in their 

jmnting fires. 
And then she whisper'd in snch trembling tone. 
As those who, safe together met alone 
ii'or thi'. first time through many an^uish'd days. 
Use other speech than looks ; bidding him J'aise 
His drooping head, and clear liis soul of doubt. 
For that she was a woman, and without 
Any more subtle flnid in her veins 
Than throbbing blood, and tliat the self-same ptuns 
Inhabited her fr^l-stru ng heart as his. 
And next she wonder'd how hm eyes oould miss 
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Her face so long in Coriiitli, wliere, she said,. 
Slie dwfit but lialf relired, and there had IkA 
Days happy as the sold voin could invent 
Without the aid of love ; yet in content 
'I'lll she saw him, as once she pass'd hiui by, 
Whei-e 'gainst a column be leant chou^ihtfiilly 
At Venus' temple porch, 'mid baskets beap'd 
Of aiuorous hei-bs and flowers, newly reap'd 
Late on that eve, as 'twas the night befbre 
The Adonian feast ; whereof she saw no more. 
But wept alone those days, for why should a 

adore? , 
Lycim from death awoke into amaze. 
To see her still, and sinning so sweet lays; 
Then from amaze into delight he fell 
To hear her whisper woman's lore so well; 
And every word she spake entiued him on 
To unperple:t'd delight and pleasure known. 
Let the uiad poets say whate'er they pleaaa 
Of the sweets of Fairies, Peris, Goddesses, 
There is not suuh a treat among them all, 
Hauntei-s of cavern, lake, and watertall, 
As a real wcmian, lineal indeed 
From Pyrrha's pebbles or old Adam's seed. 
Thus gentle Lamia judged, and iudgud aright, 
That Lycius could not love in half a fright. 
So threw the goddess oIF, and woji bis heart 
llore pleasantly by playing woman's part. 
With no [nore awe than what her beauty gave. 
That, while it smote, siill guaranteed to save. 
Lyeius to all made eloquent reply, 
Maii^iiig to every worn a twin-born sigh ; 
And last, pointing to Corinth, ask'd her sweet, 
If 'Ovas too far that night for her soft feet. 
The way was short, for Lamia's eagerness 
Made, by a spell, the triple league decreaae 
To a few paces ; not at all surmised 
By blinded Lyeius, so in her comprised 
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As men talk in a dream, so Corinth all, 
Tlirouo;hout lier palaces impei-ial, 
And all her populous sN^eebt ami temples lewd, 
Mutter")), like tempest in the distance brem'd. 
To the wide-spreaded night above her lowers. 
Men, women, ric-h and poor, in the eool hours, 
Slmffled their sandals o'er the pavement white, 
Companioii'd or alone; while many a lijrht 
Flareil, here and thenj, from wealthy festivals. 
And threw their moving ahailowa ott the walls. 
Or found them clnster'd in the corniced shade 
Of some arch'd temple door, or dusky colonnade. 

Muffling his face, of greeting friends in fear, 
Ht'r fingers he press'd hani, aa one came near 
With curl'd gray beard, ^arp eyes, and smooth 

bald crown, 
Slow-stepp'd, and robed in philoaopliie gown: 
Lycius shrank closer, as they met and past. 
Into his mantle, adding wings fo haste. 
While hurried Lamia trembled : "Ah," said he, 
" Why do you shudder, love, ao ruefully ? 
Why does j'our teu<ler palm dissolve in dew ? " 
" I'm weaned," saiil fair Lamia : " tell me who 
la that old man ? I uannot bring to mind 
His features : — Lyeius 1 wherefore did you blind 
Yourself froni liia quick eyes ? " Lycius replied, 
" 'Tis ApoUoniua sage, my ti'unty guide 
And "ood instructor; but to-night beseems 
Tlie ^ost of folly haunting niy sweet dreams." 

While yet he spake they had arrived before 
A pillar'd poreh, with lofty portal door, 
Where hung a silver lamp whose phosphor glow 
Reflected in the slabbed steps below. 
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Mild as a star in water; for so new 

Ami so unsullied was tlie marble hue, 

So throu<>;li the crystal politih, liquid fine, 

Snu the dark veins, that none but feet (liviae 

Coulil e'er have t^uuh'd theiti. Soands kalian 

Breathed fi'om the hiuges, as tlie ample span 

Of the wide doors disclosed »■ ^laee unknown 

Some time io any, but those two alone, 

And a few Persian mut«s, who that same year 

Were seen aWiut the markets ; none knew where 

They cald inhabit; the most curious 

Were foil'd, who watoh'd to trat-e them to tlieir 

And but the flitfet^wiuged verse must tell, 
Tor truth's sake what woe afterwards befell, 
Twoidd humour many a heart to le^ve them thus. 
Shut frosu the busy worUl of more inTedulous. 



PART 11, 

I.ovK in a hut, with water and a crust, 

Is — Love, forgive us 1 — cinders, ashes, dust; 

Love in a palace in perhaps at last 

More grievoua torment than a hermit's fast ; — 

Tliat ia a doubli'ul ta!e from faery land. 

Hard for the non-elect to understand. 

Had JjV^iiia lived to hand his storj- down. 

He mi<>lit have given the moral a fresli frown, 

©r cleiicli'd it quite ; but too short was their bliss 

To breeil distrust and hate, that make the soft 

Besides, there, nijihtly, with terrific glare. 
Love, jealous grown of so cocnpletB a pair, 
Hover'd and buzz'd hia wings, with fearful roar. 
Above the lintel of their chamber door. 
And down tbe passage cast a glow upon the floor. 
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For all this nume a ruin : side by aide 
They were uiitliL-oiieil, in tlie even tide, 
Upon a (^ou<:h, near to a curtainitig 
Who»H airj- texture, from a eolileii string. 
Floated into the room, and let appear 
Uiivt'il'd the summer heaven, bhie and clear, 
Betwixt two marble shafts: — there tliey reposed, 
WliL'i'e use had made it sweet, with ej-elids closed, 
Saving a tithe which love still open kept. 
That tliey might see each other wliile they almost 

When fi'om the slope side of a suburb hil!, 

Deaftning the swallow's twitter, came a thrill 

Of trumpets — Lycius started — the sounds fled, 

But k'fl a tiiought, a buzzing in his head. 

For the first time, since first he harbour'd in 

That purple-lined palace of sweet sin, 

His spii-it pasa'd beyond its golden bourn 

Into the noisy world almost Ibrsworn. 

The lady, ever watehful, penetrant, 

Saw this with pain, so arguing a want 

Of something more, more than her empery 

Of joys ; and she began to moan and sigh 

Because he mused beyond her, knowin^r well 

That but a moment's thought is passion's passing 

" Why d'l you sigh, fair creature ¥ " whisper'd he : 
" Why, Jo you think 't " retiim'd she tenderly : 
" Yoa have deserted me ; where am I now ? 
Not in your heart while care weighs on your brow: 
No, no, yon have dismiss'd me ; and I go 
From your breast houseless: ay, it must be so." 
He answor'd, bending to her open eyes. 
Where he w»s mirror'd small in paradise, — 
" My alver planet, both of eve and morn ! 
Whjf will you plead yourself so sad forlorn, 
Whde I am striving how to fill my heart 
With deeper crimson, and a double smart? 
11 
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How to entangle, trammel up ami snare 
Your soul in nilnH, ami labyrinth you there, 
hike Che hid iuenC in an unbuddeil r»>e ? 
Ay, a sweet kiss — yoti see your niightj^ woes. 
My thoughts 1 shall 1 unveil them ? Lirten then ! 
VVhat mortal hath a prize, that other men 
May be conibuniled and abash'd withal. 
But lets it eoinetimes pare abro<i<l ma|estical, 
And tnrnnph, aa in thee I should rejoiee 
Amid the hoarse alarm of Corinth's voice. 
Let my foes choke, and my fiiends shoul afar, 
While through the thronged streets your hiidal car 
Wheels round its dazzling spokes." — The laJy's 

Trembled ; she nothing said, but, pale and meek, 

Arose and knelt betbre him, wept a rEun 

Of sorrows at his words ; at last with pain 

Beseuehing blin, the while his hand she wrung, 

To change his purpose. Ho thereat was stung, 

Perverse, with sti'onger fancy to rei.-!aim 

Her wild and timid nature to his aim ; 

Besides, for all his love, in self despite. 

Against his better self, he took delight 

Luxurious in her sorrows, soft and new. 

His passion, cruel grown, took on a hue 

Fierce and sanguineous as 'twas possible 

In one whose brow had no dark veins to swell. 

Fine was the mitigated fury, hke 

Apollo's presence when in act to strike 

The serpent — Ha ! the serpent I certes, she 

Was none. She burnt, she loved the tyranny, 

And, all subdued, consented to the hour 

When to the bridal he should lead his paramour. 

Whispering in midnight silence, said the youth, 

" Sure some sweet name thou hast, though, by m; 

truth, 
I have not ask'd it, ever thinking thee 
Not mortal, but of heavenly progeny, 
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As atill I do. H.ast any mortal name, 

Fit appellation Ibr this dazzlinn: frame ? 

Or t'liends or kinarolt on the citied earth, 

To sliare our tnaiTiage feast and nuptial mirth ? " 

" I have no friends," said Lamia, " no, not one ; 

My presence in wide Corinth hardly known : 

My [larents' bones are in their dusty urns 

Sepiilehred, where no kindlad ihcense burns, 

Seein« all their luckleea raee are dead, save mc, 

And 1 ni;^lect the holy rite for thee. 

Even as you list invite your many guests ; 

But if, as now it seems, your vision rests 

With any pleasure on me, do not bid 

Old Apollouius — from him keep me hiii." 

Lyfiua, perplex'd at words so blin<i and blank. 

Made olose inquiry; fix)ui whose louoh siie shrank, 

Ft'ignxng a sleep ; and he to the dull shade 

Of deep sleep in a moment was betrayM. 

It was the tuslom then to brine; away 
The bride from home at blusliin;; shut of day, 
VeilM, in a chariot, heralded along 
By strewn flowej's, tort-hes, and a mnrrii^e song. 
With other pageants : but (his fair unknown 
Had not a friend. So being left alone, 
(Lycius was gone to summon all his kin,) 
And knowing surely she eould never win 
His foolish heart from its mad pompousneaa. 
She set herself, high-thoughted, how to dress 
The misery in fit magnifli-enee. 
She did so, but 'tis doubtful how and whence 
Came, and who were her subtle Mervitora. 
About the halls, and to and from the doors, 
Tliere was a noise of wings, till in short space 
The glowing banqaet-room shone with wide-arohsd 
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Throiis;hout, as fearful the whole ;;lririn might fade. 
Fresh earvBil uedai-, miimuking a gl.idu 
Of palm and plantain, mot from either side, 
High in the miilst, in honour of the bridu : 
Two palms and then two plantains, and so on. 
From either side their stems branch'd one to one 
All <lown the aisled plaee; and beneath all 
Tiiore rail a stream of lamps scraiglit on from wall 

So fanopied, lay an antasted feast 

Teeming with odours. Lamia, regal drost, 

Silently paeed about, and as she went. 

In [>ale i:ontentod sort of discontent, 

Misaion'd her viewless servants to enrich 

The fretted splendour of each nook and niche. 

Between the tree-stems marbled plain at first. 

Came jasper panels ; tlien, anon, there burst 

Forth ureepin^ imf^^ory of slighter trees. 

And with the larger wove in small intricacies. 

Approving all, she failed at suit-will, 

And shut "the chamber up, ulose, hnsh'd anil still. 

Complete and ready for the revels rndo. 

When dreadful gnesia would come to spoil her soli- 

The d*y appear'd, and all the gosiip rout 
O senseless Lyeios I Madman 1 wherefore flout 
Tlie silent-blessing fate, warm cloister'd hours. 
And show to common eyes the^o secret bowers ? 
The hen! approachM; eath guest, with busy brain. 
Arriving at the portal, gazed amain. 
And enter'd marvelling : for they knew the street, 
BumemberM it from uliildhooJ all uomplete 
Without a gap, yet ne'er before had seen 
That royal porch, that high-built fair demesne ; 
So in they hurried all, mazed, curious and keen ■ 
Save onei who look'd thereon with eye severe. 
And with calm-planted atejs walk'd in austere ; 
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'Twas Apollonius : sometliinrr too !iB lauab'd, 
A-; tlioujili aoiiii; knotty problem, tliat had daft 
His ])atii?nt thought, hail now begun to thaw, 
And solve and melt: — 'twas just as he foresaw. 

He met within the murmurous vestibule 
His young disniple. " lis no common rule, 
Lyc-iua," said he, " for uninvited guest 
To force liimself upon you, and infest 
With an unbi<iden presence the brighi, throng 
Of younger frienils ; yet must I do this wrouf!, 
And you forgive me." Lvcius blush'd and led 
The old man thpoujfh the mner doors broad-spread ; 
With reconeiling words and courteous mien 
Turning into sweet milk the sopliist'a spleen. 

Of wealthy lustre was the banquet-room, 
Fill'd with perva<iiiig brilliance and peifuiue : 
Before each lucid panel fuming sloofl 
A censer fed with myrrh and spiced wood, 
Each by a sacred tnpod held aloft. 
Whose slender feet wiile-swerved upon the soft; 
Wool-woofed carpets : fifty wmat.h; of smoke 
From fifty eensejsJihair light voyage took 
To tliB;;ft)^E»«*^till mimick'd as they rose 
Along the mirror'd walls by twin-clouds odorous. 
Twelve sphered tables by lulk seats insphercd. 
High as the level of a man's breast rear'd 
On libbard's paws, upheld (he heavy gold 
Of eups and goblets, and the stoi-e thrice told 
Of Ceres* horn, and, in huge vessels, wine 
Came from the gloomy tun wilb inerry shine. 
Thus loaded with a feast the tables stood. 
Each shrining iu the midst the image of a God, 

When In an antechamber every guest 
Had felt the raid full sponge to pleasure press'd, 
By ministering slavus, upon his han<is and feet, 
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And fragrant oils with ceremony meel 
Pour'd on Ilia hair, thoy all moved to ihe feast 
In white robes and tliera.*elves in ordor placed 
Around t!ie silken eouehea, wondering 
Whenoe all this mighty tost and blaze of wealth 
could spring. 

Soft went the music the eoft ^r along, 
While fluent Greek a yowel'd undep-song 
Kept up among the giiesls, discoursin" low 
At first, for suareely waa the wine at flow ; 
But when the happy vintage toueh'd their briuns, 
Louder they talk, and louder come the strains 
Of powerful instruments : — the gorgeous dyes, 
The space, the splendour of the draperies. 
The roof of awlul richness, nectarous cheer, 
Benalifd sUves, and Lamia's self, appear, 
Now, when the mine has done its rosy deed. 
And every soul from human trammels freed. 
No more so strange ; for merry wine, sweet nine. 
Will make Elysian shades not too fair, loo divine. 
Soon was God Bacchus at meri<lian height; 
riush'd were their cheeks, and bright eyes double 

bright : 
Garlands of every green, and every scent 
From vales defloworM, or forest-trees branch-rent, 
In baskets of bright osier'd gold were brought 
Hi^h as tho hanrlles lieap'd, to suit the thought 
Of every guest : that each, as he di<l please, 
Might fancy-fit his brows, wlk-pillow'd at his ease. 

Wliat wreath for Lamia ? What for Lycius 1 
What tor the sage, old Apollonjus ? 
Upon her achini; foreheail be there hung 
The leaves of willow and of adder's tongue ; 
And for the youth, quick, let as strip foe him 
The thyrsus, that his watching eyes may swira 
Into forgetful uess ; and, for the saL'c, 
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Let spear-grass and the spiteful thistle wage 
War on liis temples. Do not all charms fly 
At the mere toai;h of oolii piiilosophy ? 
There was an awful rainbow onus in heaven : 
We know her woof, her texture ; she is ^vea 
In the dull cataIof(uo ot cornmon things. 
Philosophy will elip an An»ei's winns. 
Conquer all mysteries by "rule and line, 
Empty the haunted ^r, and gnomed mine — 
Unweave a rainbow, as it erewhile made 
The (ender-peraoii'd Lamia melt int« a shade. 

By her glad Lreius sitting, in chief place, 
Scarce saw in all the room another face, 
Till, cliecfeinn his love trance, a cup he took 
Full briinm'd, and oppositli sent forth a look 
'Cross the broad table, t« beseech a glance 
From his old teacher's wrinkled countenance. 
And pledge him. The bald-heail pliilosopher 
Hail (ix'd hia eye, without a twinkle or a stir. 
Full on the alarmed beauty of ibe bride, 
Brow-beating lier fair form, and troubling her sweet 

Lycius then press'd her hand, with devout touch, 

As pale it lay upon the rosy couch; 

'Twas icy, and the eold ran through his veins; 

Then sudilen it grew hot, and all t lie pains 

Of an unnatural heat shot to his heart. 

■' Lamia, what means this ? Wherefore dost thoa 

start? 
Kiiow'st thou that man?" Poor Lamia answer'd 

He gazed into her eyes, and not a jot 
Own'd they ihe lovelorn piteous appeal : 
More, mora he gazed : his liiinian senses reel; 
Some hungry spell that loveliness absorbs : 
There was no recognition in those orbs. 
" Lamia ! " be cried — and no sufl^toned reply. 
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The manj heard, and the loud revelry 

Grew hush : the stately music no more breathes ; 

The myrtle sicken'U in a Ihousand wreatlie. 

By fuiut df'^reeis, voice, lut«, and pleasure ceased ; 

A dea<lly silence step by step increased, 

Until it seeiii'd a horrid presence there, 

And not a man but felt the terror in his hair. 

" Lamia!" he shriek'd ; and nothing bat the shriek 

With its sad echo did the silence break. 

" Begone, foul dream I " he cried, gazing again 

In the bride's face, where now no azure vein 

Wander'd on fair-spaced temples ; no soft bloom 

Misted the eheek ; no passion to illume 

The deep-reeessed vision : — ■ all was blight ; 

Lamia, no longer fair, there sat a deadly white. 

" Shut, shut those jujigling eyes, thou ruthless man 1 

Turn them aside, wretch t or the righteous ban 

Of all the Gods, whose dreadful images 

Here represent their shadowy preEcn<;es, 

May pierce them on the sudden with the thorn 

Of painful blindness ; leaving thee forlorn. 

In trembling dotage to the feeblest fright 

Of conscience, for their long-oH'ended might, 

For all thine impious proud-heart sophistries. 

Unlawful m^io, and enticing lies. 

Corinthians ! look upon that gray-beard wretch I 

Marii how, possess'd, his lashless eyelids stretch 

Around his denion eyes I Corinthians, see ! 

My sweet bride withers at their potency." 

" Fool I " said the sophist, in an under-tone 

Gruir with contempt ; which a deatli-nighing moan 

Frmn Lycius answer'd, as heart-struck and Tost, 

Ho sank supine beside the aching ghost. 

" Fool ! Fool I " repeated he, while his eyes still 

Relented not, nor moved ; '• from every ill 

Of life have I preserved thee to this day. 

And shall I. see thee made a serpent's prey ? " 

ThenL;imiabreatheddeath-breath;thc sopliiit's eye. 
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Like a sharp spear, went throngh her utterly, 

Keen, fruel, peroeant, stiiiging: she, as well 

As lier vreak hand could anj meaning lell, 

Motion'd him to be sitent; vainly bo, 

Jle look'U and look'd a^ain a level — No 1 

" A serpent I " echoed he ; no sooner said, 

Than with a frightful scream she vanished : 

And Lycius' arms were empty of delight, 

As were his liihbs of life, from that same night. 

On thei liii;h toueh he lay I — hia friends came 

Supported him — no pnlse or breath they found. 
And, in its marriage robe, the heavy body wound.* 

■ DiemDrabLs instsDU ia tbis kind, which I may not omit, of one 
M«Dippus Lyflat, a joung niM twtaty-five yBora of «;«, Uiit, 
going oetwixt OBnchroHS and Ooriotb, met Bucb a pharkCaiiin la 
Cbe h&b[t of a tkir gvntlflnojiiKD, wbicb. rahlne him by tbe baml. 
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ISABELLA, OR THE POT OF BASIL; 

A STORY FROM BOCCACCIO. 



FAIR ISABEL, poor simple Isabel ! 
Ixivcnzo, a rounft palmer in Love's eye I 
Tliey couli! not in the self-same mansion dweU 
Without some stir of heart, some malady ; 
They could not sit at meals but feel how well 

It soothed each to be the other by ; 
They could not, sure, beneath the same roof sleep. 
But to each other ilream, and nightly weep. 



With every morn their love prew tenderer, 
With every eve deeper and tenderer still ; 

He might not in house, field, or garden stir. 
But her full shape would all his seeing fill ; 

And his continual voiee was pleasanter 
To her, than noise of (rees or hidden rill ; 

Her lute-string gave an echo of his name. 

She spoilt her half-done broidery with the sami 



He knew whose gentle hand was at the latch, 
Before the door had given her to his eyes ; 

And from her chamber-window he would catch 
Her beauty fardier than the tahion spies: 
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it as her vespers would tie wateh, 
Bucnuse ber face was tuni'd to (he same skies; 
Ami with sick longing all the niftht outwear, 
To hear her morning-slep upon (lie slair. 



A whole long month of May in this sad pli<»ht 
Made their I'heeks palei' by tlie break of June : 

" To-morrow will I bow to my ileli^tlit, 
To-morrow will 1 ask ray lady's boon." — 

" O may I never Bee another night, 

Lorenzo, if tby lips breathe not love's tune." — 

So spake they to their pillows ; but, alas, 

Honeyless days aud days did be let pass ; 



Until sweet Isabella's unlouch'd cheek 
Fell siek witbin the rose's just domain. 

Fell thin as a young mother's, who doth seek 
By every lull to cool her infant's pain : 

" How ill slie is ! " said be, " 1 may not speak, 
Aud yet I will, and tell my love all plain : 

If looks speak love-laws, I will drink her tears. 

And at tlie least '[will startle oQ' her cares." 



So said be one fair morning, and all day 
His heart beat awfully aj-ainst h\s side ; 

And to his heart he inwardly did pray 

For power to speak ; but still tlie ruddy tidi 

Stifled his voice, and pulsed resolve away — 
Fever'd his high eoneeit of such a bride. 

Yet brought hinj to.the meekness of a child; 

Alas I when passion is lx>tb meek and wild t 
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So onee more he hail waked and anguished 
A dreary night of love and misery, 

If Isabel's quick eje had not been wed 
To every gjinbol on his forehead high; 

She saw it waxing very pale and dead, 

And slraight all IliiKh'd ; so, lisped tenderly, 

" Lorenzo I " — here she teased lier tiuiid quest, 

But in her tone and look he read the rest. 



'■ O Tsaliella I I cazi half perceive 

Tliat I may speak my gi'ief into thine ear: 
If ihou didst ever anything believe, 

Believe how I love thee, believe how near 
My soul is to its doom ; I would not grieve 

Thy hand by unwelcome pressing, would w 
Tliine eyes by gazing ; but I eannot live 
Another night, and not my passion shrive. 



" Love ! thou art leading me from wintry coli 
Lady ! thou leadest me to summer clime. 

And I must taste the blossoms that unlbid 
In its ripe warmth this graeious morning ti 
, So said, his erewhile timid lips grew bold. 
And poesied with hers in dewy rhyme; 

Great bliss was with them, and great happine 

Grew, like a lusty flower in June's earess. 



Parting they seem'd to tread upon tbe air, 

Twin roses by the zepbyr blown apai't 
Only to meet again more close, and share 
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TliK iiiwsrd fragrance of each other's heart. 
She, to her chambeL" fsoiie, a (littj fair 

Saii2, of lieliuious love and honey'il dart; 
JJe with liglit Htepa wunt up a westum hill, 
And bade the suu larewell, and joy'il his fill. 



All close they met. again, before the dusk 
Had taken fi'Oin the stars its pleasant veil. 

All elose they met, all eves, befoni the du»k 
Had taken from the stars its pleasant veil, 

Close in a bower of hyaeinth and inu:tk, 

Unknown of any, free fwrn whispering tale. 

Ah ! butter had it been for ever so, 

Than idle ears should pleasure in their woe. 



Were they unhappy then V — It oannot be — 
Too many tears for lovers have been shed. 

Too many sighs give we to them in fee, 
Too muoh of pity after they are deail. 

Too many doleful stories rio we see. 

Whose matter in bright gold were best ba read 

Except in sueh a page where Theseus' spouse 

Over the pathless waves towards him bows. 



But, for the general award of love, 

The little sweet fioth kill mut;h bitterness ; 

Though Dido silent is in anderrgrove. 
And Isabella's was n great distress. 

Though young Lorenzo in warm Indian clove 
Was not enibalm'd, this truth is not the less — 

Even bees, the little almsmen of spring-bowers. 

Know there is riubest juiee in poison-doners. 
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With her two brothers this fair iadj' dwelt, 
Enrithett from anL-cstral muruliandise, 

And for Ihem many a weary hand did swelt 
In torclied mines and noisy taetories, 

And many onue proud quiver'd loins ciid melt 
111 blood li'Om stinging whip ; with hollow eye 

llany all day in dazzlinjr river stood, 

To take the riuh-ored dnftinga of the flood. 



For them the Ceylon diver heW his breath, 
And went all naked to the hungry shark ; 

For them his ears gusli'd blood ; for them in death 
The seal on the told it-e with piteous bark 

Lay full of darts ; for them alone did seethe 
A thousand men in troubles wide and dark : 

Hal(-ignorant, they turn'd an easy nhtel. 

That set sharp racks at work, to yjimh and peel. 



Why were they proud ? Ilecause their marble founts 
Gush'd -with more pride than do a wrek'h's leura ? 

Why were they proud ? Because fair orange-niounfs 
Were of more soft asetnt than lazar stairs '/ 

Why were they proud? Because red-lined accounts 
Were rieher than the songs of Grecian years ? 

Why were they proud ? again we ask aloud, 

Why in the name of Glory were they proud ? 



Yet were these Florentines as self-retired 

In htinn;ry priile and gainful cowardice. 

As two dose Hebrews in that land inspired, 
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Paled in and vineyanird Ti-oin li.'jftar-spies ; 
I'hu hawks of sliip-niast Ibrasta — tliu uncii'cd 

And pannier^ mules for duuats and old lies — 
tiuick cat's-paws on the generous stvay-away, — 
Great wits in Spanish, Tuscan, and Malay. 



How was it these same ledger-men could spy 

Fair Isaballa in her downy nest i* 
How could they find out in Lorenzo's eye 

A straying from his toil ? Hot Egypt's pest 
Into their vision covetous and sly I 

How could these monej'-bags see east and west? 
Yet so they did — and every dealer fair 
Must see behind, as doth the hunted hare. 



elo<]uent and famed Boccaccio ! 

Of tnee we now should ask forgiving boon 
And of tliy spicy myrtles as they IdIow, 

And of thy rosea amorous of the moon, 
And of (hy lilies, (hat do paler grow 

Now they can no more hear thy ghitt«i-n's 
For venturinfi syllables that ill beseem 
The quiet glooms of such a piteous theme. 



Grant thou a pardon here, and then the tale 
Shall move on soberly, as it is meet; 

Tliore is no other crime, no mad assful 

To make old prose in modern rhyme more av 

But it is done — succeed the verse or fail — 
To honour thee, and thy jione spirit greet ; 

To stead thee as a yei-se in English tongue. 
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These brethren havin" found bv many signs 
What love Loruiizo for thuir'siaKi.- ha.i, 

Atid bov> slie loved liini too, eaub uniionGnes 
Ilia bitter tboughts to otlier, well iii^'h mail 

Tbat he, the servant of their trade ileaigns, 
Should ill their sister's love be blilhe and glad, 

When 'tivaa their plan to coax btr by degrees 

To some hi"h noble and his olive-truBs. 



And many a jealous conference had they, 
And many times they bit their lips alone, 

Before they fix'd upon a surest way 

To make the youngster for his crime atone ; 

Anil at the last, these men of cruel clay 
Cut merey with a sharp knife to the bottf. ; 

For they resolved in some forest dim 

To kill Lorenzo, and there bury him. 



So on a pleasant morning, aa he leant 
Into the sun-rise, o'«r the balustrade 

Of the garde n-terraee. towards him th«y bent 
Tlieir footing through the dews ; and to him said, 

" You seem there in the quiet of content, 
Lorenzo, and we are most loth to invade 

Calm speculation ; but if you are wise, 

Bestriile your ateed while cold is in the skies. 

" To-day we purpose, ay, this hoar wo mount 
To spur three leagues towards the Appemne; 
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Come down, wc pr;iy tlieo, fire the hot sun coant 

His dewy rosaiy on llie eglantine." 
Lorenzo, courteously as he was wotit, 

Bow'd a fair greeting to these strpents' whine ; 
And went in haste, to get in readiness, 
With belt, and spur, and bracing huntsman's dress. 



And as he to tlie court-yani pass'd along. 

Each Ihird step did he pause, and listvn'd oft 

If he could hear his lady's matin-song. 
Or the light whisper of her footstep soft ; 

And as he thus over his passion hung, 
lie heard a laugh full musiual alofl; 

When, looking up, he saw her features bright 

Smile through an in-door lattice all delight. 

XXVI. 

" Love, Isabel I " said he, " I was in pain 

Lest I should miss to bid thee a (tood morrow : 

Ah ! what if I should lose thee, when so fain 
I am to stifle all the heavy sorrow 

Of a poor three hours' absence? but we'll "ain 
Out of the amorous dark what day doth borrow. 

Good byel I'll soon be back." — "Good bye!" said 

And as he went slie chanted merrily. 



So the two brothers and their murder'd man 

Rode past fair Florence, to where Arno's stream 
Gurgles through straighten'd banks, and still dotU 

Itself with dancing bulrush, ami tlie bream 
Keeps head against the fi'eshets. Sick and wan 
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Tlie b:-othors' ftiies in l.lie f.inl diii st'eni, 
Lorenzo's flusb witli love. TIil'v pass'd tlie water 
Into a forest quiet for this slaughter. 



There was Lorenzo slain and buried in, 
There in that forest did his frreat love cease , 

Ah I wheD a soal doth thus \fa freedom win, 
It aches in loneliness — is ill at peace 

As the break-covert bloodhounds of such sin ; 
They dipp'd iheir siTords in the water, and did 

Their horses homeward, with convulsed spur, 
Each richer by his being a murderer. 



They told their sister how, with sudden speed, 
Lorenzo had ta'en ship for foreign lands. 

Because of some great urgency and need 
In their affairs, requiring trusty liands. 

Poor girl ! put on thy stifling widow's weed. 

And 'scape at once from Hope's accursed bands ; 

To-day thou wilt not see him, nor to-morrow, 

And the next day will be a day of sorrovv. 



She weeps alone for pleasures not to he ; 

Sorely she wept until the nigiit came on. 
And then, instead of love, O misery I 

She broodei) o'er the luxury alone : 
His im:^e in the dusk she seem'd to see. 

And to the silence made a gentle moan, 
Spreadin" her perfect arms upon the air. 
And on her couth low murmuring, " Where? O 
where ? " 



r„-.dh.Google 



But Selfishness, Love's cousin, held not long 
Its fiery vigil in her single breast ; 

She fretted for the golden hour, and hung 
Upon the time with feverish unrest — 

Not long ; for soon into her heart a throng 
Of higher occupants, a rieher zest. 

Came tragic ; passion not to be subdued. 

And sorrow for her love in travels rude. 



In the mid da^ of autumn, on their eves 
The breath of Winter comes from far away. 

And tlie sick west contJnnaliy bereaves 
Of some gold tinge, and plays a roundelay 

Of death among the bushes and the leaves, 
To make all bare before he dares to stray 

From his north cavern. So sweet Isabel 

By gradual decay from beauty fell. 



BecatiK Lorenzo came not. Oftentimea 
She ask'd her brothers, with an eye all pale, 

Striving to be itself, what dungeon climes 

Could keep him off ao long ? They spake a tale 

Time after time, to quiet her. Their crimes 

Came on them, like a smoke from Hinnom's vale; 

And every night in dreams they groan'd aloud, 

To see their sister in her snowy shroud. 



And she had died in drowsy ignc 

But for a thing more deadly dark than all, 
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It came like a fierce potion, drunk by chance, 
Whicli saves a sitk man from tiie featlier'd paU 

For some few gasping momenta; like a lance, 
Waking; an Indian from his cloudy hall 

With cruel pierce, and bringing him again 

Sense of the gnawing fire at heart and br^n. 



It was a vision. In the drowsy gloom, 
The dull of midni^rht, at her couuh's foot 

Lorenzo stood, and wept: the forest tonib 
Had marr'd his glossy hair which once 
shoot 

Lustre into the sun, and put cold doom 
Upon his lips, and taken the soft lute 

From his lorn voice, and past bis loamed eari 

Had made a miry channel lor his tears. 



Strangesound it was, when the pale shadow spake ; 

For there was striving, in its piteous tongue. 
To speak as when on earth it was awake, 

And Isabella on its music hung : 
Languor there was in it, and tremulous shake, 

As in a palsied Druid's harp unstrung ; 
An<! through it moan'd a ghostly under-song, 
Like hoarse night-gusts sepulchral briai-s among. 

Its eyes, though wild, were still all dewy bright 
With love, and kept all phantom fear aloof 

From the poor girl by magic of their light. 
The while it <IIit unthread the hoi'rid woof 

Of the late (krki-n'd time — the murderous spite 
Of pride and avarice — the dark pine roof 
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In tliG forest — and the soddei 
Where, ivitliout aay word, tioJ 



XXXVIII. 

Savins morcovpr. " Isabel, 



Red wbortle berries di'oop a'bova my head, 
And a large flint-stone weighs upon nij- feet; 

Around me beeches and high tiiestnuta shed 
Th«ir leaves and prickly nuts ; a sheepfold bleat 

toniea from beyond the river to my bed : 
Go, shed one ' . . . . 

And it shall ci 



--•■— -.^j^,.^ .i.e. i,,ci VJ lllj uou 

uo, shed one tear upon m;^ lieather-bloom, 
ifort me within the tomb. 



" I am a sliadow now, alas ! alas ! 

Upon the skirts of human nature dwelling 
Alotie_: I chant alone the holy mass. 

While little sounds of life are round me knell 

And gloJy bees at noon do fieldward pass. 

And many a chapel bell the hour is telling. 
Paining me through : those sounds grow strange to 

And thou art distant in Humanity, 



" I know what was, I feel full well what is. 
And I should rage, if a|)irits conid "o mad ; 

Though I toilet the tasle of earlbly bliss. 
That paleness warms my grave, aa thon 

A seraph chosen from the bright abyss 

To be my spouse : thv palenes-i makes me j 
J-hy beauty grows upon uie, and I feel 
A greater love through all my essonoe sleaL" 
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— ilissolved and left 



We put OOP eyes into a pillowy cleft, 

And see the apan"ly gloom froth up and boil; 
It made sad Isabellas eyelids ache, 
And in the dawn she started up awake ; 



" Ha I ha ! " said she, " I knew not this hard life, 
I thought the worst was simple misery ; 

I tlioap:ht some Fate with pleasui-e or with strife 
Portion'd us — happy days, or else to die ; 

But there is crime — a brother's bloody knife 1 
Sweet Spirit, thou hast school'd my infaney : 

I'll visit lliee for this, and kiss thine eyes. 

And greet thee mom and even in the skies," 



When the full morning oame, she had devised 
How she might secret lo the forest hie ; 

Hon she might Und the clay, so dearly prized, 
And sing to it one latest lullaby ; 

How her short absence might be unsurmised. 
While she the inmost of the dream would try. 

Resolved, she took with her an awd nurse, 

And went into that dismal forest-hearse. 



See, as they creep along the river side. 
How she doth whisper to that aged dame, 
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And, after lookin^r round the champaign wide. 
Shows her a knife. — " What teveroua hectic 

Burna in tliee, chiid ? — what pod can thee betjdo 
That thoushouldst smile again V" — The evening 



Who hath not ioiter'd in a green churchyard. 
And let hia spirit, like a aemon mole, 

Work through the clajey soil and gravel hard, 
To aee skull, coffliiM bones, and funeral stole ; 

Pitjing each form that hungry Death hatli marr' 
And filling it once more witb human soul 'I 

Ah 1 this is holiday to what was felt 

When Isabella by Lorenzo knelt. 



She gazed into the fresh-lbrown mould, as thou 
One glance did fully all its secrets tell; 

Clearly she saw, as other eyes would know 
Pale limbs at bottom of a crystal well ; 

Upon the uinrderous spot she seeni'd to grow, 
Xike to a native lily of the dell : 

Then with her knife, all sudden she began 

To dig more fervently than misers i/aii. 

XLVIl. 

Soon she tum'd np a soiled gloTe, whereon 
Her silk had pUy'd in purple phanta^ues; 

She kiss'd it with a lip more chill than stone, 
And put it in her bosom, where it dries 

And freezes uttfily unto the bone 
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Those dainties m»de to still an iBfant's i^rii 
Then 'gan she work aj-ain ; nor stav'd her c; 
But to throw back at times her vejlid" liiur. 



Tliat o!il nurse etoml hesidH her wondering, 
Until her heart felt pity to (he core 

At si^ht of aoch a dismal labounn<r, 

And so she kneeled, irith her loeks all hoat 

And put her lean hands to the horrid thing ; 
Three hours they labour'd at this travail sor 

At last they felt the kernel of the grave, 

And Isabella did not stamp and rave. 



Ah 1 wherefore all this wormy ci 

Why linger at the yawning tomb so long? 
for the gentleness of old Romanee, 

The simpl e plaining of a minstrel's song! 
Ta'rreaileg at the old tale take a plaiice, 

'VOT flrirei in truth, it doth not well belong 
To speak : — turn thee to the very tale, 
And taste tlie music of that vision pale. 



With duller steel than the Pers&an sword 
They I'Ut away no formless monster's head, 

But one, whose gentleness did well accord 
With death, as life. The aiioient harps have swd, 

Love never dies, but lives, immortal Lord ; 
If Love impersonate was ever dead, 

Pale Isabella kiss'd it, and low moan'd. 

'Twas love ; cdd, — dead indeed, but not dethron'd. 
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Jn anxious secrecy ttey took it home, 
And than the prize was all tor Isabel: 

Slie calm'il its wild hair with a poldoii comb, 
And all around each eye's se[mli:hral tell 

Pointed eaoh fringed lash ; the smeared loam 
With tears, as chilly as a dripping well. 

She dren<!h'd away : and still she eomb'd and kept 

Sigliini; all day — and still she kiss'd and wept. 



Of pretiious flowers pluck'd in Araby, 
And liivine liquids come with odomua oo;!e 

Through the cold serpent-pipa rofreahfully, — 
Slie wra|>p'd it up ; and for its tomb did choose 

A garileii-tiot, wherein she laid it by, 
And cover'd it with mouhl, and o'er jt set 
Sweet Basil, which her tears kept over wet. 



And she forgot the stars, the moon, and sun. 
And she foi^ot the blue above the trees. 

And she forgot the dells where waters run, 
And she iorgot the chilly autumn breeze ; 

She hail no knowledge when the day was done, 
And the new morn she saw not : but in peace 

Iliiug over her sweet Basil evermore. 

And luoistcu'd it with tears uulo the core. 
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Mo that it emelt more balmy than ils peers 
Of Basil-tufts iu riorenee ; for it draw 

Nurture beadea, and life, from huniBn fears, 

From the fast mouldering head there shut from 

So that the jewel, safely caskoled, 

Came forth, and in perfuineil leaflets spread. 



Melancholy, linger here awhile ! 

O Musie, Music, breathe despondingly ! 
O Eeho, Echo, from some sombre isle, 

Unknown, Lethean, sigh to us — O sigh I 
Spirits in grief, lift up your lieads, and smile ; 

Lift up your heads, sweet Spirits, heavily. 
And inake a jrale light in your cypress glooms, 
Tinting with silver wan your marble tombs. 

LVI. 
Moan hither, all ye syllables of woe. 

From the deep throat of sad Melpomene 1 
Through bronzed lyre in tragic order go, 

And touch the strings into am;-stery; 
Sound mournfully upon the wind's and low; 

For simple Isabel is soon to be 
Among the dead : She withers, like a palm 
Cut by an Indian for bis juicy balm. 



O leave the palm to wither by itself; 

Let not quick Winter chili its djnng hour 1 — 
It may not be — those BaSlites of pelf, 

Her brethren, noted the continual shower 
From her dead eyes ; and jiianv a curious elf, 

Aiuong her kindred, wouilei^d (hat suc;h dowor 
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And, furthermore, her brethren wonder'd taai: 
Why siie sal iJrooping by the Basil preen, 

And wliy it fiourisli'd, as by magic touch ; 
Greatly they wondur'd what the thing [ 



A very nothing w . 
Her from her own fair youth, anil pleasures gay. 
And even remembrance of her love's delay. 



Therefore tliey wateh'd a lime when they might aft 
This hidden whim ; and long they wateh'd in vain ; 

For seldom <lid she eo to chapel-shtiftj 
And seldom felt ana any hunger-pain : 

And when she left, she hurried back, aa swift 
As bird on wing to breast its eggs again : 

And, patient as a hen-bird, satlier there 

Beside her Basil, weeping tbrough her hair. 



Yet they contrived to steal the Basil-pot, 
And to examine it in secret place : 

The thing was vile with green and livid spot, 
And yet they knew it was Lorenzo's face: 

The guerilon of their murder they had got, 
And so left Florence in a moment's space, 

Never 10 turn ag^n. — Away they went. 

With blood upon their heads, to banishment 
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O Melancholr, turn thine eyes away! 

Music, Muae, breathe despondiiigly 1 
Euho, Eeho, on some otiier day, 

From islefl Lethean, sigh (o us — O si^h ! 
Spirits (rf p-hf, sing not your ■' Well-a-way ! " 

For Isabel, sweet Isabel, will die; 
Will diia a death too lone and incomplete, 
Now they have ta'en away her Basil sweet. 



PileoTis she look'd on dead and senseless things, 
Askin"; for her lost Basil amorously : 

And with melodious chuckle in the sdincs 
Of her loTD voiee, she oftentimes would C17 

After the Pilgrim in his wandeiinga, 

To ask him wliere her Basil was; and why 

Twas hid from her : " For crnel 'tis," said she, 

" To steal my Basil-pot away from me." 

And 90 she pined, and so she died forlorn. 

Imploring fpr her Basil to the last. 
So heart was there in Florenee but did mourn 

In pity of her love, so overcast. 
And a sad ditty of this storj- borne 

From mouth to mouth through all the couni 

Still is the burthen sunj; ~ " O cruelty. 
To steal my Basil-pot away from me I " 
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THE EVE OF ST. AGNEa 



ST. AGNES' EVE - Ah, bitter cliill it was! 
The owl, tor all Iiis feathers, was fl-<'olil ; 
The hare liiiip'd trembling through thefiozen 

And silent was the fiwk in woolly fold: 
Numb were ihe Beadsman's fingers while he told 
His rosary, and while liia f rosted brea th. 
L ike P}0"3 in u ense from a censer oid, 
Seem il takin 

saith. 



His prayer he sailb,*his patient, holy man ; 
Then fakes his lamp, and riseth from hia knees. 
And batk returneth, meapre, barefoot, wan, 
Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees : 
The sculptured dead, on each side seem to freeze, 
Emprison'd in black, purgatorial rails : 
Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat'ries, 
He passelh by ; and bis weak spirit fails 
To think how tbcy may aeho in icy hoods and maik. 



Northward he tnrneth through a liClle door. 
And scaree three steps, ere Music's golden tongue 
Flatter'd to tears this aged man and poor; 
But no — already had his death-bell rang; 
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Tlie joys of all his life were said and sung: 
His was harsh penance on St. Agnes' Eve: 
Anotliur way he went, and soon among 
Roujib ashes sat he for his soul's reprieve, 
Andallnight kept awate, for sinner'ssake to grieve- 



That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft ; 
And 80 it chanced, for many a door was wide, 
From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft. 
The silver, snarling trampets 'saa to uhide : 
The level uhamhcrs, ready with their pride. 
Were glowing to receive a thousand guests : 
The carved angels, ever e^er-eyed. 
Stared, where upon their heails the cornice rests, 
With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on 
their breasts. 



At length burst in the argent revelrj-, 
With plume, tiara, and all rich ari'ay. 
Numerous as shadows haunting fairily 
The brain, new-stuff'd, in yoiiih, with triumphs 

pay 
Of old romance. These let us wish away, 
And turn, sole-though ted, to one Lady there, 
Wliose heart had brooded, all that wintry day, 
On love, and wlng'd St. Agnes' saintly care. 
As she had heard old dames full many times declare. 



They told her how, upon St Agnes' Eve, 
Young vii^ns might have visions of delight. 
And soft adorlnj.'s from their loves receive 
Upon the honey'd middle of the night. 



r„-.dh.Google 



TBE EYE OF ST. AGNES. lai 

If eeremoniea due Ihey did aright ; 
As, svippBrless to bed they must retire, 
And ootich supine tlieir beauties, lily white ; 
Nor look behiad, nor siJeways, but require 
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that Ihey desire. 



Full of tliia whino was thou<!hlfuI Madeline : 
The music, yearning like a God in pain, 
She seareely heard : her maiden eyes divine, 
Fis'd on the floor, saw many a sweepin" train 
Pass by — she heeded not at all : in vain 
Came many a liptoo, amorous cavalier. 
And back retired ; not cool'd by hiftb disdain, 
But she saw not : hor heart was otherwhere ; 
3be Mgh'd for Agnes* dreams, the s 
year. 



She danced along with vairuc, regardless ej-ea. 
Anxious her lips, bor breathing quit't and sho 
The hallow'd hour was near at hand ; she sigli 
Amid the timbrels, and the throng'd resoit 
Of whisperers in anger, or iu sport ; 
"Mid looks of love, defiance, bate, and scorn, 
Hoodwink'd with faery fancy ; all amort. 
Save to St. Agnes and her lambs lin'sTiofn, 
And all Ihe bliss to be before ti 



So, pur|)osing eaeh moment to retire, 
She linger'd still. Meantime, across the moors. 
Had come young Porjjlijjo, with heart on fire 
For Madelin e. BeSdethe portal doors, 
Buttress'd ipoin moonlif;ht, stands he, and implores 
AE sainlij to give him sight of JIadeline, 
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But for one moment in the te<lioos houn 
That he miftht gize and worship all uiis 
Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss — in s 
things have been. 



X. 

in: let no huzz'd whisper tell: 
All eyes bu muffled, or a hundred swords 
Will storm hia heart, Love's feverous citailel : 
For him, those chambers hehl barbarian hordes, 
Hvena foemen, and hot-blooded lords. 
Whose very iloga would execrations howl 
Ajrainst bis lineage : not one breast affords 
Him any mer:^y, in that mansion foul, 
Save one old bel dama, weak in body and in soul. 



Ah, happy chance ! the aged creature came, 
Shufllini; along with ivoty-headed wand. 
To nbcro he stood, hid from the torch's flame, 
Behind a broad hall-pillar, far beyond 
The sound of merriment and chorus bland : 
Ho startled her ; but soon she knew his face. 
And grasp'd his Sneers in her palsied hand. 
Saying, "Mercy, Porphyrol hie thee from this 

They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty 



"Get hence ! get hence 1 there's dwarfish HLlde- 

He had a fever late, and in the fit 
He cursed thee and thine, both house and land : 
Then there's that old Lord Maurice, not a whit 
More tame for his gray hairs — Alas me I flit I 
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Flit like a ghost away." — "Ah, Gossip dear, 
Wii're safe enough ; here in this arm-chair ait, 
And teil me how " — " GooiJ Baiiita I not hero. 

Follow me, ehild, or else these stones will be thy 



He follow'd through a lowly arched waj-, 
Bruahini; the cobwebs with his lofty piume; 
And as she mutter'd " VVell-a — well-a-day 1 " 
|{b found him in a little moonlight room, 
Fate, lattiL'ed, uhill, and silent as a tomb. 
" Now tell me where is Madeline," said he, 
" O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom 
Which none but secret sisterhood may see, 
When they St. Agnes' wool are weaving piously.' 



" St. Agnes ! Ah ! it ia S' 
Tet men will munler npo 
Thou must hold water in 



To see thee, PorphyTO ! Si. Agnes' Eve I 

God's '.elpl my lady fair the conjurer playa 

This veLy night ; good angels her deceive ! 

But let me laugh awhile, I've mickle time to griew 



Feebly aha laugheth in the lanjiuid moon. 
While Porphyro upon her face doth look. 
Like nuzzled urthm on an aged crone 
Who keepeth closed a wonclrona riddle-book, 
Aa spectacled she sits in chimney nook. 
But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told 
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His lady's purpose ; and lie scarce could brook 
TeAi's, at the thought of those enchantments cold. 
And Madeline asleep in tap of legends old. 



Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose. 
Flushing his brow, and in hia pained heart 
Made purple Hot : then doth he propose 
A stratagem, that makes the beldaiue utart : 
"A erout man and impious thou art : 
Sweet lady, Itt her pray, and sleep and dream 
Alone with her good angels, tar apart 
From wiuked men like thee. Go, Go ! I deem 
Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst 



" I will not harm her, by all saints I swear," 
Quolh Porphyro : " O may I ne'er find grace 
When my weak voiee shall whisper its laat 

If one of her soft ringlets I displace, 
Or look with ruffian passion in her face : 
Good Angela, believe me by these tears ; 
Or 1 will, even in a moment's S]icu;e, 
Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen's ears, 
And beainl them, though they be more fang'd than 
wolves and bears." 



"Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul? 
A poor, weak, paisy-stricken, church-yard thing. 
Whose passing-bell may ere the midnLfiht toll ; 
Whose prayers for thee, each mom and evening, 
Were never miss'd." Tims plaining, doth she 
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A gentler speech from burning Porpliyro; 
So woful, and of such deep sorrowing, 
Tliat Angela gives promise she wiil ilo 
Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or wo 



IVhich was, to lead him, in close secrecy. 
Even to Madeline's chamber, and there hide 
Him in a tloset, of such privai;y 
That he might aee her beauty unespied. 
And win perhaps that night a peerless bride, 
While legion'd fairies paced the coverlet, 
And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed. 
Never on such a night have lovers met, 
Since Merlin paid his Demon all ihe monslrous duht. 



" It shall be as thou wishest," said the Dame : 
"All cates and dainties shall be stored there 
Quickly on this feast-rjight ; by the tambour 

Her own lute thou wilt see : 

For 1 am slow and feeble, and scan:e dare 

On such a catering trust my dizzy head. 

Wait here, my child, with patience kneel in 

(jrajer 
The while: Ah ! thou must needs the lady wed 
Or may 1 never leave my grave among Ihe dead." 






So saying she hobbled off with busv feat 
The lover's endless miniiles slowlv'pass'i 
The Dame relurn'd, and whisper'd in h 
To follow her ; with aged eyes ar-hast 
From fiii;lil of dim espial. Salo :\t last, 
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Tlirougli many a diiafcy gallery, tbej- ^ain 
The niaiden's chamber, silken, hush'd and chaste : 
Where Porphyro took covert, pleased auiain. 
His poor guidu hurried back with agaes in her 

Hur faltering hand upon the balustrade, 
Old Angela waa feelin" for the stair. 
When Madeline, St. Agoea' clianned miud, 
Itose, like a raission'd spirit, unaware : 
With alver taper'a light, and pioua care. 
She turn'<i, and down the aged |;os3ip led 
To a safe level matdng. Now prepare, 
Toung Porphyro, for gazing on that bed ; 
She tomes, she comes again, like ring-dove fray'd 
and fled. 



Out went ihe taper as she horried in ; 
Its little smoke, in pallid niooiiahine, die<! : 
She closed the door, she panted, all akin 
To spirits of the air, and viaons wide : 
No utier'd syllable, or, woe betide ! 
But to her heart, her heart was voluble. 
Paining with eloquence her balmy wdo ; 
As though a tongueless nightiiifjale should swell 
Her throat in vain, anddie, heart-stifled iu her dell. 



A ?-asement high and triple arch'd there was. 

All garlanded with carven imageries 

Of fruits, and flowers, and bunthes_ of knot-graas 

And diamonded with panes of quaint device. 

Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes. 

As are the tiger-moth's deep-dam a'k'd wings; 

And in the midst, 'moug ihousaud heiuldrles. 
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And twilight laints, and (Km erablaaoninga, 
A shielded scutcbeon blush'd with blood of queens 
and kings. 



It slioae tlie wintry moon, 
Atiri tlirew warm gulea on Madeline's fair breast, 
As down she kneii for heaven'a grace and boon ; 
Rose-bloom fell on her hands, tt^ther prest. 
And on her silver cross soft ametnj'St, 
And on bur hair a glory, like a saint : 
She seem'd a splendid angel, newly drest. 
Save wings, Ibr heaven : Porphyro grew faint : 
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal 



Anon his heart revives : her vespers done, 
Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees ; 
Unelasps her warmed jewels one by one ; 
Loosens her fragrant bodice ; by degrees 
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees : 
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed, 
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees, 
In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed, 
But dares not look behind, or all the cbarin is flei 



Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest. 
In sort of wakeful swoon, porplex'd she lay. 
Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress'd 
Her soothed iimbs, and soul fatigued away ; 
Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day ; 
Blissfully haven'd both from joy and pain ; 
Clasp'd like a missal where swart Paynims pray ; 
Blinded alike from sunshine and from laln, 
As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again. 
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Stolen to this paradise, and so entranced, 
Poiph^-ro gazed upon her empty druas. 
And liatea'd to her breathing, if it chanced 
To wake into a slumberous tenderness ; 
Wliith when he heard, that minute did he bless, 
And breathed himaelt'; then from the tloset 

Noiseless as fear in e wide wilderness 
And over the hush'd carpet, silent, stent. 
And 'tween the curtains peep'd, wliere,lo I — how 



fast she slept. 



Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon 
Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set 
A table, and, half anguish'd, threw thereon 
A eloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet ; — 
for Bome drowsy Morphean amulet ! 
The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion, 
The kettle-drum, and far-heard clarionet, 
Affi'ay his ears, though but in dying tone r — 
The hall-door shuts again, and all the noise is gone 



And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep. 
In blanched linen, smooth, and lavender'd. 
While he from forth the closet brought a heap 
Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd j 
With jellies soother than the creamy curd, 
And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon ; 
Manna and dates, in argosy transferr'd 
From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one. 
From silken Samarcand to cedar'd Lebanon. 
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These delieates he hesp'U wilh glowing hand 
On golden dishes and in baskets bi'ight 
Of wreathed silver: Buuiptuoua tliey stand 
Iri the retired quiet of the night, 
Fillinj! the ehilij- room with perfunie Jight. — 
"And now, my love, my seraph fair awake ! 
Thou art my heaven, and 1 thine eremite : 
Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnea' sake, 
Or I shall drowse beside fiiee, so my soul doth 



Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm 

Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream 

By the dusk curtains : — 'twas a midnight uharm 

Impossible to melt as ieed stream : 

The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam ; 

Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies : 

'* "-iii'd he never, never could redeem 



From such a steadfast spell bis lady's eyes ; 
So mused awhile, entoil'd m woofed phantasies. 



Awakening up, he took her hollow lute, — 
Tumultuous, — and, in ehords that Icnderesl be, 
Ha play'd an ancient ditty, long since mute. 
In Provence call'd " La belle dame sans mercy ;" 
Close to her ear toui;hing the melody ; — 
Wherewith disturb'd, she utter'd a soft moan : 
He ceased-:— she panted quick — and suddenly 
Her blue affrayed eyes wide open shone : 
Upon his knees he sank, pale as smooth-sculptured 
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Her eyes were open, but alie atill beheld, 
Now wide awake, the visioii of hur sleep : 
There was a paitiful change, that nigh expell'd 
The blisses of her dream ao pure and deep. 
At which fair Madeline began to weep. 
And moan forth witless words with many a sigh ; 
While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep ; 
Who knell, with joined hands and piteous eye. 
Fearing to move or apeak, she looli'd so drcain- 



"Ah, Porphyro ! " said she, " but even now 
Thy voiee was at sweet tremble in mine ear. 
Made tuneable with every sweetest vow ; 
And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear. 
How changed thoa art I how pallid, chill, and 

Give me that voice again, ray Porphyro, 
Tlioae looks immortal, those complainings dear! 
Oh leave mo not in (hid eternal woe, 
For if thou diest, my Love, I know not whore li> 
go." 



Beyond a mortal man impsssion'd far 
At these voluptuous aer'entt, he aro'C, 
Biheratl, flusli'd, and like a (hrohhinir star 
Seen 'mid the aai'phiro heaven's ileep ri'posii; 
Into her ilpeam ho melted, as the rose 
Blendeth its oilour with the violet,— 
Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows 
Like Love's alarum pattering the sharp sleet 
Against the window-panes; St. Agnes' moDn hath 
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Tis dark ; quick patlereth the flaw-blown sleet : 
" This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline ! " 
'Tia dark : the iced guals still rave and beat ; 
" No dream, alas! alas ! and woe ia mine I 
Porphyro will leave me here to fade and iiine. — 
Cruel ! what trMtor could thee hither bring ? 
I curse not;, for my heart is lost in thine, 
Though thou foraabeat a deceived thing ; — 
A dove forlorn and lost with sick unpruned wing." 



" My Madeline 1 sweet dreamer ! lovely bride ! 

Say, may I be for aye thy vassal bleat? 

Thy beauty's shield, heart-ahaped and vermeil 

dyed? 
Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest 
Atler so many hours of toil and quest, 
A famish'd pilgrim, — saved by miracle. 
Though I Lave found, 1 vrill not rob thy neat 
Saving of thy sweet self; if thou thiuk'at well 
To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel." 



" Hark I 'tis an elfin storm from faerj- land, 
Of hazard seeming, but a boon indeed : 
Arise — arise I the morning ia at hand ; — 
The bloated wassailera will never heed : 
Let US away, my love, with happy speed ; 
There are no ears to hear, or eyea to see, — 
Drown'd all in Bh^njsh and the sleepy mead : 
Awake ! arise I my love, and fearless be. 
For o'er the southern moors I have a home foi 



r„-.dh.Google 



TEE EVE OF ST. AGNES, 



She hurried at his words, beset with fears, 
For there were sleeping dri^jons all around, 
At glaring watch, perliaps, with ready speara — 
Down the wide stairs a darkling waj- thuy found, 
In all the house wa? heard tio human si 



The flrraa, rich with horseman, hawfc, and hound, 
FlutteKd in the besieging wind's uproar ; 
And the bng carpels rose along the gusty floor. 



Tliey glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall I 
Like phantonis to (he iron porch they glide. 
Where lay the Forter, in uneasy sprawl. 
With a huge empty fl^^on by his side : 
The wakeful bloodliound rose, and shook his hide, 
Sut his sagacious eve an inmate owns : 
By one, aud one, the bolts full easy slide : — 
The crhains lie silent on (he footworn stones ; 
The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans. 



And they are gone : ay, ages long ago 
These lovers fled away into the storm. 
That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe. 
And all his warrior-guests, with sha<le and fo'rm 
Of wiTch, and demon, and lai'gu tofliii-worm. 
Were long be-nigh tniared. Angela the old 
Died pal sy-twitch'd, with meagre face deform; 
The Beadsman, after thousand jivee told. 
For aye unsouglit-lbr slept among his ashes eold. 
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DEEP ill ihe shady sadness of a vale 
Far sunken from the liealthj' breath of mom, 
Far from the fiery noon, and eve's one star, 
Sat gray-hair'd Satorn, quiet as a atone. 
Still as the silence round about his lair ; 
Forest on forest hung about his head 
Like cloud on cloud. No plir "^ "'r was there. 
Not so much life as on a summer's day 
Robs not one lig;ht seed from the feather'd grass, 
But where the d ead leaf fell, there did it res t. 
A stream went 'voieelegs bjj, atiji deaden'd niore 
By reason of his fallen divinity 
Spreading a shade : the Naiad 'mid her reeds 
Press'd her cold finger closer to her lips. 

Along the margin-sand large foot-marks went, 
No further than to where his feet had stray'd, 
And slept there since. Upon the sodden ground 
His oiU right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead, 
Unaceptred ; and his reahnleas eyes wore closed ; 
While his bow'd head seem'd listening (o the Earth, 
Hia ancient mother, for some comfort yet 

It seem'd no force could wake him from his place ; 
But there came one, who with a kindred hand 
ToHch'd his wide ahonldera, after bending low 
With reverence, though to one who knew it not 
She was a Goddess of the infant world; 
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By ber in stature the tall Amazon 
Hail slood a pigmj^'s height : ehe would have ta'en 
Aobilles by the hair and bent hia neck ; 
Or with a finger slay'd Ixion'e wheel. 
Hit face was large aa that of Memphian sphinx, 
I'uilestall'd haply in a palace-court. 
When sages look'd to Egj'pt for Iheir lore. 
!iat oh ! how unlike marble was that face : 
How beautiful, if sorrow had not made 
Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's self. 
There was a listening fear in her r^ard, 
As if calamity bad but begun ; 
As if the vanward clouds of evil days 
Had spent tbeir malice, and the sullen rear 
Was with its stored thunder labouring up- 
One hand she press'd upon that aching spot 
Where beats the human heart, as if just there. 
Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain: 
The other upon Saturn's bended neck 
She laid, and to the level of his ear 
Leaning with parted lip9, some words she spake 
In solemn tenour and deep or^an tone : 
iSome mourning words, which in our feeble tongue 
Would come iu these like accents ; O how frail 
To that large utterance of the early Gods ! 
" Saturn, look up I — (hough wherefore, poor old 

King? 
I have no comfort for thee, no not one : 
I cannot say, ' O wherefore sleepest thou ? 
For heaven is parted from thee, and the earth 
Knows thee not, thus afflicted, ibr a God ; 
And ocean too, with all its solemn noise. 
Has from thy sceptre pasa'd ; and all the air 
Is emptied of thine hoary majesty. 
Thy thunder, conscious of the new command, 
Kurables reluctant o'er our fallen house ; 
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O achins time ! motnenta big as years I 
All aa ye pass swell out the monstrous truth, 
And presB it 50 upon our weary grieft 
'Ilmt unbelief bas not a, spaea to breatlie. 
Saturn, sleep on : — O tliougbllesa, why did I 
Thus violate tliy slumbrous solitude ? 
Wiiy should I ope thy melancholy eyea ? 
Siiturn, sleep on I while at thy feet I weep." 

As when, upon a tranced summer-night, '*'*" ' 
Those green-robed senators of migbty woods. 
Tall oaks, braiieb-charnied by the earnest stars, 
Dream, and so dream all night without a stir, 
Save from one gradual solitary gust 
Whieh tomes ujhjii the eiloiiee, and dies off, 
As If the ebbing air had but one wave : 
So came these words and went ; the while in fears 
She touch'd ber fair large forehead to the ground, 
Just where her falling hwr might be outspread 
A soft and silken mat for Saturn's feet 
One moon, with alteration slow, had shed 
Her silver seasons four upon the night. 
And srill these two were postured mc'' 
Like natural Bi;ulpture in cathedral c 
The frozen God still eoauhant on the earth, 
And the sad Goddess weeping at his ieet ; 
Until at length old Saturn lifted up 
His faded eyes, and saw his kingdom gone. 
And all the gloom and sorrow of the place. 
And that fair kneeling Goddess ; and then spake 
As with a palsied tongue, and while his bvard 
Shook horrid with such aapen-malady ; 
" tender spouse of gold Hyperion, 
Thea, I feel thee ere I see tliy face ; 
Look up, and let me see our doom in it ; 
Look up, and tell me if this feeble shape 
\i Saturn's ; tell me, if thou hea/st the voice 
Uf Saturn ; tell me, if this wrinkling brow. 
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Naked and bare of its great diadem, 

Pturs like the front of Saturn. Who had powor 

To make me desolate ? whence eame the strtnglh ? 

How wag it nurtured to such bursting forth, 

AVIiile Fate seeni'd strangled in my nervous gras[> ? 

But it is so ; and I am smother'd up, 

And buried from all godlike exercise 

Of influenfe benign on planets pale, 

Of admonitions to the winds and seas. 

Of jieauuftil sway above man's harvesting. 

And all those acts whiuh Deily supreme 

Doth ease its heart of kive in. I am gone 

Away from my own bosom ; I have left 

My strong identity, my real self, 

Somewhere between the throne, and where I sit 

Here on this spot of earth. Search, Thea, search I 

Open thine eyes eterne, and sphere them round 

Upon all space : space starr'd, and lorn of light : 

Space renjon'd with life-air, and barren void; 

Spaces of fire, and all the yawn of hell. 

Search, Thea, search ! and tell me if thou seest 

A certiun shape or shadow, making way 

With wings or chariot fierce to repossess 

A heaven he lost erewhilo : it must — it must 

Be of ripe progress — Saturn must be king. 

Tea, tliore must be a golden victory ; 

There must be Gods thrown down, and truiujiels 

blown 
Of triumph calm, and hymns of festival 
Upon the gold ulou<ls metropolitan. 
Voices of soft proclaim, and silver stir 
Of strings in hollow shells; and there shall be 
Beautiful things made new, for the surprise 
Of the sky-children ; 1 will give command : 
Thea I Thea ! Thea I where is Satum ? " 
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His Drui'i locka to shake and ooze witli sweat, 

His eyes to fever out, his voice to (jease. 

He stood, and heani not Tliea's sobbing deep ; 

A little time, and then i^ain be snateli'<l 

Utturante thus : — " But eaiinot I ureate ? 

Cannot 1 form 7 Cannot I fa^liion foi-lli 

Anotlier world, another universe. 

To overbear and crumble this to nought ? 

Where is another chaos ? Where 'i " That word 

Found way unto Olympus, and made quake 

The rebel three. Thea was startled up. 

And in her t>earing was a sort of hope. 

As thus she quick-voiced spake, yet full of awe. 

" This cheera our fallen house ; come to our 
fiiends, 

Saturn ! come away, and give them heart ; 

1 know the covert, for thenee came I hitbur." 
Thus brief; then with beseeching eyes she went 
With backward footing through the shade a space : 
He follow'd, and she turn'd lo lead tlie way 
Through aged boughs, that yielded like the mist 
Which eagles cleave, upmounting from their nest. 

Meanwhile in other realms big tears were shed, 
More sorrow like to this, and such like woe. 
Too huge tor mortal tongue oi' pen of scribe ; 
The Titans fierce, self-hid, or prison-bound, 
Groan'd for the old allegiance once more. 
And listen'd in sharp pain for Saturn's voice. 
But one of the whole mammoth-hrooil still kept 
"■■ — ivereignty, and rule, and m 
g Hyp erion o n his o ' 

fMtnn7;^ffMthe!r._.. 

FrSffTman to the sun's God, j 

For as among us mortals omens drear 

Fright and perplex, so also shudder'd he. 

Not at dog's liowl, or gloom-hii-d's hated screech, 



Blazing Hyperion on his orb ed fire 

I, teeming up 
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Or the familiar visiting of one 
Upon the lirat foil of his passin"-bell, 
' Or prophesy! ngs of the midnight lamp ; 
'/ Hut horrora, portion'd to a giant nerve, 

')~^ ^i-i, j.,"'^'-- Oft made Hyperion ache. His palace bright, 
' " ' ,- ' n 11 istioiiM with pyramids of glowing gold, 

/' f Ami touL'h'il with shade of bronzed obelisks, 

U f. ^ } -H ^ \ (iliiruil ii l)loo(l-red throngh all its thousand courts, 
•\y', ' ' ' A A I'liliiis, and domes, and fiery galleries ; 

tt And all ita uurtains of Aurorian elouds 
, . f " ty Fiinli'il angerly : while eometiines eagles' winj^s, 
l\ Qjiy''" Unsnon before by Gods or wonder' 

^^"^ ., ': l>..rke.i'd the pfaee 



.J^" 



Dai'keii'd (he plaee; and neighing steeds n 

' Not lieai'd before by Gods or wondering men. 
AUo, when he would laste the spicy wreaths 
Of incense, breathed aloft from sacred hills. 



;l'- Instead of sweets, his ample palate took 

-'i fSavour of poisonous brass and metal sick : 

j And so, when harbour'd in the sleepy west, 

i^J After llie full completion of f^r day, 

Fur rest divine upon exalted conch, 
And slumber in [he arms of melody, 
lie paced away the pleasant hours of ease 
With stride enlossal, on from hall to hall ; 
Wliile far within eath iu^e and deep recess, 
His winged minions in close clusters stood, 
Aiiiiizeii and full of feav, like anixlouit men 
Who on wide plains-gather in panting troops, 
Wlicn earth<)uake8 jar their battlements and 

Rvcn now, while Saturn, roused from icy trance. 
Went sWp for step with Tiiea through the woods, 
Hyperion, leaving twilight in the rear, 
Came slope upon the threshold of the west ; 
Then, an was wont, his palace-door dew ope 
In smoothed silence, saie what solemn tubes, 
Blonu by the serious Zephyrs, jjave of aweet 
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Anil wandunng sQunds, slow-breathed melodies; 
Ami lite a, rose in vermeil tint ami shape, 
In fra^rranee soft, and coolness to tLe eye, 
TItat inlet to severe magnificence 
Stood full blown, for the God to enter in. 

He eater'd, but he enter'd full of wrath ; 
Hia flaming robes slreatn'd out beyond his heels, 
And gave a roar, as if of earthly fire, 
That seared away the meek ethereal Hours 
And made their dove-winga tremble. On he flared, 
From stately nave to nave, from vault to vault, 
Through bowers of fragi'aot and enwreathed light, 
And diamond-paved lustrous long arcades. 
Until he reach'd the great main cupola ; 
There standing fierce beneath, he starapt his foot. 
And from the oasements deep to the high towers 
Jarr'd hia own golden reckon; and before 
The quavering thunder thereupon had ceased, 
His voice leapt out, despite of godlike curb. 
To this result : " O dreams of day and night I 
monstrous forms I O efGgies of pain 1 
spectres busy in a cold, cold gloom I 

lanfc-ear'd Phantoms of black-vreeded pools ! 
Why do I know ye ? why h.ive I seen ye ? why 
Is my eternal essence thus distraught 

To see and to behold these horrors new ? 
Saturn is fallen, am I too to fall ? 
Am I to leave this haven of my rest. 
This cradle of my glory, this soft clime, 
This calm [axuriance of blissful light, 
These crystalline pavilions, and pure fanes, 
Of all my lucent empire 1 II is left 
Deserted, void, nor any haunt of mine. 
Tlie blaze, the splendour, and the symmetry, 

1 cannot see — but darkness, death and darkneas. 
Even here, into my centre of repose. 

The shady visions come to domineer, 
14 
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Insult, and blinJ, and Htifle up my pomp — 
Fall I — No, by Tellus ami ht'r bimy robos ! 
Over the fiery froiiliur of my realms 
I ivill ailvaiice a terrible right arm 
Shall scare that inlant thuiiderer, rebel Jove, 
And bid old Saturn take his throne again." 
He spake, and ceased, the while, a. heavier threat 
Held stnignjle with, bis tBi^t, but came notTorth ; 
For as in ffloatres of crowded men 
Hubbub inereaBCB more they call out " Huah I " 
So at Hyperion's words the Phantoms pale 
Boatirr'd themselves, thtice horrible and cold ; 
And from the mirror'd level where he stood 
A mist arose, as from a scummy marsh. 
At this, through all his bulk an agony 
Crept gradual, from the feet unlo the crown. 
Like a lithe serpent vast and muscular 
Making slow way, with head and neck convulsed 
From over-strained might. Released, he flud 
To ihe eastern gales, and full six dewy hours 
Before the dawn in season due should blush. 
He breathed fierce breath i^ainst the sleepy 
portals, 
/" Clear'd ihem of heavy vapours, burst them wide 

fi U -C Suildenly on the ocean's chilly streams. 

' ' The_4iUuet_orb of jSrej^whereon be rode 

Each day from east to w^t the heavens through, 
Spun round in sable curtumng of clouds; 
^ot therefore veiled quite, blindfold, 'and hid. 
But ever and anon the glancing spheres, 
Circles, and arcs, and broad-belting eolure, 
Glow'd thron»h, and wrought upon the muffling dark 
aweet-shaped lightnings from the nadir deep 
tip to the zenith — hieroglyphics old. 
Which sages and keen-eyed astrologers 
Then living on the earth, with labouring thought 
Won from the gaze of many centuries : 
Kow lost, save what we find on remnants huge 
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Of stone, or marble swart ; their import gone, /T. ■■ --. 

Tbeir wisdom long since fled. Two wings tliis orb i-"^"^ ('',/ 

Possess'd ftu' glory, two f^r argent wings, . '/ 

pjver exalted at the God's approach : 1/ 

And nowjfroin forth the gloom their plumes immense 

Kose, one by one, till all outspreaded were ; 

Wliilo still the dazaiing globe maintain'd eclipsed, 

Awaiting for Hyperion's command. 

Fain would he have tommandisd, fain took throne 

And bid the day b^in, if but tor change. 

He might not ! — No, though a primeval God : 

The BOored seasons might not be dislurb'd. 

Thm'efore the operations of tlie dawn 

Staj'd in their birth, even as here 'lis told. 

Tbfiio ailvffi- ffinrr<t ovpf^n^^p^^ sisterly. 

Eager to aail_ their, orb ; the porches wide 

Opun'd upon the dusk, demesnes of night ; 

Ami the bright Titan, frenzied with new woes. 

Unused to bend, by hard compulsion bent 

His spirit to the solron of the time ; 

And alt along a dismal rack of clouds, 

Upon the boundaries of day and night. 

He stretch'd himself in grief and radiance ftint. 

There as he lay, the Heaven with its stars 

Look'd down on him with pity, and the voice 

Of Cceli^ frpm the universal apace. 

Thus whisper'd low and solemn in hia eaj- ; 

" O brightest of my children dear, earth-born 

And sky-engender'd, Son of Mysteries ! 

All unrevealed even to the powers 

Which met at thy creating I at whose joys 

And palpitations sweet, and pleasures soft, 

I, Cffilus, wonder how they came and whence; 

And at the fruits thereof what shapes they be, 

IMstinct, and visible ; symbols divine, 

Manifestations of that beauteous life 

Diffused unseen thi'ougbout eternal space ; 

Of these new-lbrm'd art thou, oh brightest child I 
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Of tliese, thy brethren and the Goddesses I 
Thwe is sad feud among j-e, and rolwllioii 
or eon against his sire. I saw him fiill, 
I saw my first-born tumbled from his throne 1 
'I'a me liis arms were spread, to me his voiue 
Pound way from forth the thunders round his head I 
I'ale wox I, and in vapours hid my laee. 
XrX thou, too, near suuh doom ? vague fear tliere is : 
Fur I bave seen my sons most untike Gods. 
Divine ye wura created, and divine 
In sad demeanour, solemn, undisturb'd. 
Unruffled, lite high Gods, ye lived and ruled: 
Now I behold in you fear, bope, and wrath ; 
Actions of rage and passion ; even as 
1 see thein, on the mortal world beneath, 
In men who die. — This is the grief, O Sonl 
Sjad sign of ruin, sudden dismay, and fall I 
Yet do thou strive ; as thou art capable, 
As thou canst move about, an evident God, 
And canst oppose to each maligiiant hour 
Ethereal presence;— I am but a voice; 
My life is but the life of winds and tides, — 
No more than winds and tides can I avail : — 
But thou canst. — Be thou therefore in the van 
Of circmuatance ; jrea, seize the arrow's barb 
Before the tense string murmur. — To the earth 
For there thou wilt find Saturn, and hia woes. 
Meantime I will keep watch on thy bright sun, 
And of thy seasons be a careful nurse." — 
Ere half this region-whisper had come down 
Hyperion arose, and on the stars 
l.ilWd his curved tids, and kept them wide 
Until it ceased ; and still he kept them wide : 
And still they were the same bright, patient starj. 
Then with a slow incline of his broad breast, 
Like to a diver in the pearly seas, 
Forwai-d he stoop'd over the airy shore, 
And plunged all uoi^jcluss into the deep night. 



r„-.dh.Google 



BOOK II. 

Just at the self-same beat of Time's wi<]e wings 

Hyperion slid into the rustleil air, 

And Saturn gain'd with Tljoa that sad place 

Where Cjbele and the bruised Titans nioui'n'd. 

It was a den where no insulting light 

Could glimmer on their tears j where their own 

groans 
They felt, but beard not, for the solid roar 
Ol' thunderous waterfalls and torrents hoarse. 
Pouring a constant bulk, uncertEun where. 
Crag jutting forth to crag, and rooks that aeeiu'd 
Kver as if just rising from a sleep, 
yorehead to forehead held their monstrous horns ; 
And thus in thousand hugest phantasies 
Made a fit roofing to this nest of woe. 
Instead of thrones, hard fiint they sat upon, 
Couehes of ruf^d stone, and slaty ridge 
Stubborn'd with iron. AH were not assembled : 
Some chiun'd in torture, and some wandering. 
Coeus, and Gyges, and Briareiis, 
Tyjihon, and Dolor, and Porphyrion, 
With many more, the brawniest in assault. 
Were peat in regions of laborious breath ; 
Dun^oti'd in opaque element to keep 
Their clenehea teeth still clenoh'd, and ail their 

Loi.'ked up like veins of metal, cramped and 

screwed ; 
Without a motion, save of their big hearts 
Heaving in pain, and horribly convuked 
With sanguine, feverous, bwling gui^e of pulse. 
Mnemosyne was strayin" in the worfd ; 
Par from her moon had Pbflebe wanderfed ; 
And many else were free to roam abroad. 
But for the main, here found they covert drear. 
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Scarce iniaf;es of life, ohk here, une lliere, 

I^ay vast and edgeways; lilta a liisiiial ciique 

OF Druid stones, upon a forlorn moor. 

When tho chill rain b^iiis at shut of eve, 

In dull November, and their ehaiieel vanlt. 

The heaven iiself, is blinded thi-oughout night. 

Kauh one kept ebroud, nor to his neiirhbonr gave 

Or word, or look, or action of despair, r 

Creiis was one ; his ponderoiu iron mace 

Lav by him, and a shatter'd rib of rock 

Told of his rage, ere he thns sank and pined. 

Japetus another; in his grasp, 

A serpent's pi ashy neck; its barbed tongue 

SquBwed fi'om the gorge, and all its uncurl'd 

Dead; and beeaiise the creature could not spit 
Its poison in the eyes of conquering Jove. 
Nest Cottua: prone he lay, ehin uppermost. 
As though in pain ; for still apon the dint 
He ground severe his skull, with open mouth 
And eyea at horrid working. Nearest him 
Asia, born of most enormous Caf, 
IVho tost her mother Tellua keener pangs. 
Though teniinine, than any of her sons ; 
More thought than woe was in her dusky fece 
for the was prophesying of her glory ; 
And ill her wide imf^nation stoS 
I*alni-shaded temples, and high rival fanes, 
By Osus or in Ganges' sacred isles. 
I-ven as Hope upon her anchor leans. 
So leant she, not ao fair, upon a tusk 
Shed froui the broadest of her elephants. 
Above her, on a crag's uneasy shelve, 
Upon his elbow raised, all prostrate else, 
Sliadow'd Enceladus ; once tame and mild 
As grazing ox unworried in the meads ; 
Now tiger-passion'd, lion-thoughted, wroth, 
He meditated, plotted, and even now 
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Was hurling mountains in that second war, 

Not long delay*d, that scared the younger Gods 

To hide themselves in forms of beast and binl. 

Not far lience Atlaa: and beside him prone 

I'liorcus, the sire of Gordons. Neighhour'd close 

Oreaiiiis, and Tethys, in whose lap 

Snbb'd Clymene among her tangled hair. 

]i! niiilst of all !ay Themis, at the feet 

Of Ops the queen all clouded round from sight ; 

No shapa distinguishable, more than when 

Tbir;fc night confounds the pine-lops with the 

cloutla : 
And many else whose names may not be told. 
Fur when the muse's wings are mr-ward spread, 
Who shall delay her flight? And she must chant 
Of Saturn, and his guide, who now iiad chmbed 
With damp and slippery footing from a depth 
More hornd slill. Above a sombre clitt' 
Their heads appear'd, and up their stature grew 
'fill on the level height their steps found ease : 
Then Thea spread ^road her trembling arms 
Upon the preeinets of this nest of pain, 
And sidelong fixM her eye on Saturn's face : 
There saw she direst strife ; the supreme God 
At war with all the frailty of grief. 
Of rajie, of fear, anxiety, r.^venge, 
lliimorae, spleen, hope, but inost of all despair. 
Against thtae plngnes he strove in vain : for Fate 
F[«d jmur'd ft mortal <mI u|M)n his head, 
A ilisFinolnting poison : so that Thea, 
Afl'iiglihMl, kejit her still, and lut liini pass 
First onwards in, among the fallen tribe. 

As with us mortal men, the laden heart 
la persecuted more, and fever'd more. 
When it is nighing to the mournful house 
Wherp other hearts are sitk of the same bruise ; 
So Saturn, as he walb'd into the midst, 
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Felt faint, and would have gunk among thB rest, 

IJut tbat he met Enceladus's eye, 

Whose mightiness, and awe of liijii, at oni:e 

Came like an inspiration ; and he shoutud, 

'• Titana, behold your God ! " at iviiiuli some 

groan'd ; 
Some started on their feet ; some also slionteil ; 
, Some wept, some wai I'd — allbow'd withruverence; 
An<i Ops, uplifting her blaek Iblded veil, 
Show'd her pale tlieeks, and all her (brehead wan, 
Her eyebrows thin and jet, and hollow eyes. 
There is a roaring in the bleak-grown pines 
When Winter lilts his voice ; there is a noise 
Among immortals when a God gives sign. 
With hushing flnner, how he meaiis to load 
His tongue with the full weight of utterleas thought, 
With thunder, and with music, and with pomp; 
Such noise is like the roar of bleak-grown pines ; 
WLiuh, when it ceases in tliis mountain'd worM, 
No other sound succeeds ; but ceasing here, 
Among these fallen, Satnrn'a voice therelrom 
Grew up like organ, that be^ns anew 
Its strain, when other harmonies, stopt short, 
Leave the dinn'd air vibrating silverly. 
Thus grew it up: — "Not in my own sad breast. 
Which is its own great judne and seai'clier out, 
Can I find reason why ye should be thus: 
Not in the legends of the first of days, 
Studied from that old spirit-leaved book 
AVhich starry Uranus with finger bright 
Saved from the shores of darkness, when the wavea 
Low-ebb'd still hid it up in shallow gloom; 
And the which book ye know [ ever kept 
For my firm-based footstool : — Ah, infirm ! 
Not there, nor in sign, symbol, or portent 
Of element, earth, water, air, and fire, — 
At war, at peace, or inter-quarrelling 
One against one, or two, or three, or all, 
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Each several one against the other three. 
As fire with air loud warring when rain-floods 
Drown both, and press tbein both agaiiiat earth's 

Where, finding sulphur, a quadruple wrath 

Uiibiiigea the poor world ; — not in that strife, 

Whereirom I take strange lore, and read it deep, 

Can I find reason why ye should be thus : 

No, nowhere can unriddle, though I search, 

And pore on Nature's universal scroll 

Even to swooning, why ye. Divinities, 

The first-born of all shaped and palpable Gods, 

Should cower beneath what, in comparison, 

Is untremeudous might. Yet ye are here, 

O'erwhelm'd, and spumtd, and batter'd, ye are 

O Titans, shall I say -Arise I ' — Te groan r 
Shall 1 say ' Crouch!' — Ye groan. What can 1 

then? 
O Heaven wide ! O unseen parent dear ! 
What can I ? Tell me, all ye brethren Goils, 
How we can war, how engine our great wrath 1 

speak your counsel now, for Saturn's ear 
Is all a-hunger'd. Thou, Oeeanus, 
I'onderest high and deep; and in thy face 

1 see, ostonied, that severe content 

Which conies of thought and musing ; give us 
help I " 

So ended Saturn ; and the God of the Sea, 
Sophist and sage, (rora no Athenian grove, 
But cogitation in his watery shades. 
Arose, with locks not oozy, and began, 
In raurmnre, which his first endeavouring tongue 
Caught infanl>like &rotn the &r-tbamed sands. 
" *^ }"% whom wrath eonsumes 1 who, paasion-atung. 
Writhe at defeat, and nur^e your agonies 1 
Shut up your senses, stifle up your ears. 
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My voice ia not a bellows unto ire. 
Y«t listen, ye who will, whilst I bring proof 
How ye, perforce, must be content to stoop : 
Ami in thu proof much comtbrt will I give. 
If le will take (hat comfort in its (ruth. 
We fall by TOurse ^ of N ature^ law, ^^t fniv^B 
•nt triunuei-, or at Jove. Great Saturn, thou 



ISiit for this reason, that thou art the King, 
Ami only blind from sheer supremacy. 
One avenue was shaded from thine eyes, 
Through which I wander'd to eternal truth, 
Aiirl first, as thou wast not the (iret of powers, 
So art thou not the laat ; it cannot be. 
Tliou art not the beginninjf nor the end. 
From chaos and parental darkness came 
]ii^ht, the first fmita oi' that intestine broil. 
That sullen fennent, which for wondrous ends 
Was ripenin<! in itself. The ripe hour came, 
And with it li<rht, and %bt enaendering 
Upon ils own producer, forthwith toueh'd 
The whole e. " 



ery hour, our parentage, 
The Heavens and the Earth, were manifest : 
Then thou fil^st-bo^n, and we the fjiant'race, 
Found ourselves ruling new and beauteous realms 
Now conies the pain of truth, to whom 'tis pain ; 
O folly ! forjo^bear^ all naked truths. 
And to envisage circumstance, all calm, 
TtrnTirtHe top of sovereignty. Mark well 1 
As Hsivan and Earth are fairer, fairer far 
Thau Chaos and blank Darkness, though once 

And as we show beyond that Heaven and Earth 
In form and shape compact anil boautjful. 
In will, in action free, companionship. 
And thousand other signs of purer life ; 
So on oui- heels a fresh perfection treads, 
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Ill glory that old Darkness : nor are we 
Tliei'uby more conqueroil tban by us the rule 
Of shapeluBS Cliaoa. S^iy, (lotli Cliu dull soil 
Qnarrul witli tlie proud forests it halh fed, 
And feedutli still, more eouiely thau itself? 
Can it deny tlie chiefdom of green groves ? 
Or sball tliu tree be envious of (he dove 
Beeausii it cooeth, and hath snovry wings 
To wander wherewithal and find ita joys ? 
We are such foreaHrees, and our fair boughs 
Hitve bred forth, not pale solitary doves. 
But eagles gplden-feather'd, who do tower 
Above us in their beauty, and must reign 
In riglit thereof; for 't.ia th.. gi^rnal law 
rUt fi^t in hpanty"n' ^uld be first in might : 
Yea, by that law, anoUier race may tlrive 

Have ye belield the young God of the Seaa, 
My disiXHSessor 7 Have ye seen his faee 'i 
Have ye beheld his ehariot, Ibam'd along 
By noble winged creaturea lie hath made ? 
1 saw him on {becalmed waters scud. 
With such a glow of beauty in his cj'es. 
That it enforced me to bid sad fiirewell 
To all my empire ; farewell sad 1 took. 
And hither came, to see how dolorous fate 
Had wrought upon ye ; and how I might best 
(Jive consolation in ihis woe extreme. 
Receive the truth, and let it be your balm." 

Whether through posed conviction, pt disdiun, 
They guarded silence, when Oeeanus 
Left murmuring, what deepest thought can tell ? 
But so it was, none answei^d for a apace, 
Save one whom none regarded, Clyuicue: 
And yut slie anawer'd not, only complaiu'd, 
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Witb hectic lipa, and eyes up-looking mild, 

Thus wordinij rimiitly among the fleice ; 

" O Father ! I am b«re the simplest voioe, 

Ami all my knowledge is thai joy is jjonn, 

And this thing woe erept in among oiiv hearts, 

■I'heie to remain for ever, as I fear : 

1 would not bode of eyil, if I thought 

So weak acreatare could turn off the help 

Which by just right should oome of mighty Gods ; 

Yet let me teU my sorrow, let me tell 

Of what I heard, and how il made me weep. 

And know that we had parted from all hope. 

I stood upon a shore, a pleasant sliore, ' 

Where a aweet clime was breathed from a laud 

Of fragrance, quietness, and trees, and flowers. 

Full of calm joy it was, as I of grief; 

Too full of joy and soft delioious warmth ; 

So that 1 felt a movement in my heart 

To chide, and to reproach that solitude 

With songs of misery, umsie of our woes ; 

And sat iiie down, and took a mouthed shell 

And murmur'd into it, and made melody — 

melody no more ! for while I sang, 
And with poor skill let pass into the breeze 
The dull shell's echo, from a bowery strand 
Just opposite, an island of the sea, 

Thare came enchantment with the shifting wind 
That liid both di'own and keep alive my aars. 

1 thi'uw my shell away upon the sand. 
And a wave fill'd it, aa my sense was flU'd 
With that new blissful golden melody. 

A living death was in each gush of sounds, 

Each family of rapturous hurried notes, 

That loll, one after one, yet all at once, 

Like pearl beads dropping sudden from their string : 

And then another, then another sd'ain, 

Each like a dove leaving its olive perch, 

With music ming'd instead of silent plumes, 
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To liover round my head, and make me sii;k 
Of joy and grief at once. Grief ovBrtame, 
And I was stoupiiij;; up my frantic ears, 
When, past uLl liinilranue <^ my trembling hanita, 



I Hi'jI, it follow'd me, and cried, ' Apollo 1' 
(> Patlier,, anil O BrKthren I had ye felt 
Tiiojiu pains of mine ! O Saturn, hadst thou felt. 
Ye would not call this too indulged tongue 
Prosumptuous, in thus venturing to be heard I" 

So far her voice flow'd on, tike timorous brook 
Tliat, lingering along a pebbled coast, 
Doth fear to meet the sea : but sea it met, 
And shndder'd ; for the overwhelming voice 
Of huge Biiceladus awallow'd it in wrath i 
The ponderous syllables, like sullen waves 
In the half-glutted hollows of reef-rocks, 
Came boommg thus, while still upon liia arm 
He lean'd ; not rising, from supreme contempt. 
" Or shall we listen to the over-wise. 
Or to the over-foolish giant, ,Godi ? 
Not thunderbolt on thunderbolt, till all 
That rebel Jove's whole armoury were spent, 
Not world on world upon these shoulders piled. 
Could agonize me more than baby-words 
In mid'<e of this dethronement horrible. 
Speak I roar ! shout 1 yell ! ye sleepy Titans all- 
Do ye foT^et the blows, the buffets vile 1 
Are ye not smitten by a youngling arm ? 
Dost thou forget, shsun Monarch of the Waves, 
Thy scalding in the seas ? What I have I roused 
Your spleens with so few simple words as these ? 
O joy ! for now I see ye are not lost ; 
O joy ! fot now I see a thousand eyes 
Wide glaring for revenge." — As this he said, 
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III! lifted up his stature vast, and stood, 

SliU without incerniission speaking thus : 

'■ Now ye are flames, I'll tell j-ouliow to bum, 

And purge the ether of our enemies ; 

How to feed fierce the crooked stings of fire, 

And ijinge away the swollen clouds of Jove, 

Stifiiiii; that puny esseuc-e in its tent. 

O let liim feel the evil he hath done ; 

For though I atom Oueanus's lore, 

Bliiuh p»ii) have I for more than loss of realms : 

The days of peace and slumberous cahn are fled ; 

Those days, all innocent of scathing war, 

When all the fair Existences of heaven 

Came open-eyed to guess what we would speak : — 

That was before our brows were taught to frown, 

Before our lips knew else but solemn sounds ; 

That was beJore we knew the winged thing. 

Victory, might be lost, or might be won. 

And be ye mindful that Hyperion, 

Oar brightest brother, still is undisgraced — 

Hyperion, lo I his radiance is here!" 

All eyes were on Enceladus's face. 
And they beheld, while still Hyperion's name 
Flew from his lips up to the vaulted rocks, 
A pallid gleam across his features stem i 
Not savage, for he saw full many a God 
Wroth as himself He look'd upon them all. 
And in each face he saw a gleam of lif;ht, 
But splendider In Saturn's, whose hoar locks 
Shone like the bubbling foam about a keel 
When the prow sweeps into a midnight cove. 
In pale and silver silence they remain'd, 
Till suddenly a splendonr, like the morn. 
Pervaded all the beetling gloomy steeps. 
All the sad spaces of oblivion. 
And every guli^ and every chasm old, 
And every height, and every suUcu depth, 
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Voiceless, or hoarse with loud {ormented strean i : 
And all the everlasting cataracts. 
And all the headlong torrents far and near, 
Mantled bofore in darkness and hn^e shade, 
Now saw the liglit and made it terrible. 
It was Hyperion : — a granite peak 
Hid bright feet Coueh'd, and thare he staid to vien 
The misery hia biilliauce had betray'd 
To the most hateful seeing of itself. 
Golden his hair of short Nuuiidian uurl, 
liegal his shape majestic, a vast shade 
III midst of his own brightness, like the bulk 
Uf Memnon's im^^ at the set of sun 
To one who traveU from the dusking East : 
Sighs, too, as mournful as that Memnon's harp, 
He uCter'd, nrhile his liands, contemplative, 
He press'd ti^ether, and in silence stood. 
Despondence seized again the fallen Gods 
At sight of i!ie dejected K ing of D ay, 
And many bid their faces ir<nn ine light: 
But fierce Enceladus sent forth his eyes 
Among the brotherhood ; and, at their glare, 
Uprojie lapetus, and Creiis too, 
And Phorcus, sea-born, and together strode 
To wliere he tower'd on his emnienye. 
There those four shouted forth old Saturn's name ; 
Hyperion from the peak loud answer'd " Saturn I '' 
Saturn sat near the Mother of the Gods, 
In whose face was no joy, though all the Gods 
Gave from their hollow throats the name of 
" Saturn I" 
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Thus in alternate uproar and sad peace, 
Aiii.wed were tliose Titans utterly. 
O leave them, Muse I leave them to their woea 
For tbou art weak to sing sueh tumults dire r 
A solitary sorrow best bents 
Tliy li|is, and acitheining a lonely grief 
Liiave them, Muse I tor thou anon nilt find 
Miiuy a fallen old Divinity 
Wandering iii vain about bewilder*d shores. 
Meantime toueh piously the Delphic barp. 
And not a wind of heaven but will breathe 
In aid soft warbla from tbe Dorian flute ; 
For lo I 'tis for the Father of all verse. 
Flush every thing that hath a vermeil hue, 
, Let the rose glow intense and warm tbe air, 
j%-' ' And let tbe clouds of even and of mom 
Float in voluptuous fteeces o'er the bills ; 
;, Let the red nine within the goblet boil, 
Ju Cold as a bubblinj; well ; let faint-lipp'd shells, 
yiM ~ On aauda or iu great deeps, vermilion turn 
' . ■ , f"r~ Through all their labyrinths; and let the maid 
,'-' Blush keenly, as "with some warm kias surprised. 

r,,/i^~ Chief isle of the embowered Cycladea, 

\j^ ' Rejoice, O Delos, with thine olives green. 

And poplars, and lawn-shading palms, and beeeh. 

In wliich the Zephyr breathes the loudest song. 

And hazels thii;k, dark-stemm'd beneath the shade 

Apollo is onee more the golden theme I 

Where was he, when the Giant of the Sun 

Stood bright, amid the soitow of his peers? 

Together had he left his mother fair 

And his twin-sister sleeping in their bower. 

And in the moinin"; twilight wander'd forth 

Bnaide the oaera of a rivulet, 

Full auUu-dcep in lilies of the vale. 
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Tlie nightingale had ceased, and a fi!w stara 
Wore linwering in the heavens, while tlie thrush 
Began calni-throateil. Throu<ihout all the isle 
There was no covert, po retired e.ive 
Urihftniited by the murmiiroHd noise of waves, 
Thoiijilh dearu,e!y heard in matty a green recess, 
lie listeii'd, and he wept, and his bright tears 
Went riiekliii"' down the golden bow he held. 
Tiius with halt-shut suffused eyes he stood, 
While tVom beneath some cumDrous boughs hard by 
With solomn slep an awful Goddess vame, 
And thei'e was purport in her looks for him, 
Wliieh he with ei^er guess began lo niad 
Perplex'd, the whUe melodiously he s^d : 
" How eainest thou over tiie unftioted sea ? 
Or hath that antique mien and robed form 
Moved in these vales invisible till cow ? 
Sure t have heard those vestments sweeping o'er 
The fallen leaves, when I have sat alone 
In eool mid-foresL - Surely i have traced 
The rustl e_oF tho se ample skirts about 

Ivih up their heads, and still the whisper pass'd. 

Godd<.jj 1 1 liu^ u Uiihehl th6sB eyes before, 

And Chuir eternal i:alui, aud all that face, 

Or I have dream'd." — "Yes, "said the supreme 

" Thou hast dream'd of iiie ; and awaking up 

Didst find a lyre all golden by thy side. 

WliosB strings touch'd by thy fingew, all the vast 

Unwearied ear of the whole universe 

Listen'd in pain and pleasure at the birth 

Of such new tuneful wonder. Is't not strange 

That thou shouldst weep, so "ified ? Tell me, youth, 

What sorrow thou canst feel; for I am sad 

When thou dost shed a tear : explain thy grieS 

To one who in this lonely isle hath, been 

The watcher uf thy sleep and hours of life, 
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Uoultl bend that bow heroic to all limes. 

Sliow tliy heart's ueeret to an aiifieiit Power 

Who lialh forsaken oid and sacred thrones 

For pronheeies of thee, and for the sake 

Of iovBliness new-l)orn."— Apollo then, 

With sudden surutiny and gloomless eyes, 

'I'hus answer'd, while hia white melodioua throat 

'rhrobb'd with the syllables : — " Mnemosyne 1 

Thy nanie is on luy toni;ue, I know not how ; 

Why should I tell thee what thou so well seest ? 

Why shoald I strive to show what from thy lipa 

Would coins no mystery ? For me, dark, dark, 

And painful vile oblivion seals my eyes: 

1 atiive to searth wherefore I am so sad. 

Until a melancholy numbs my limbs ; 

And then upon the grass I sit, and moan, 

Like one who once bad wings. — O why shonld 1 

Feel cursed and thwarted, when the liegelese air 

Yields to my step aspirant? why should I 

Spam the green turl" as hateful to my feet ? 

Goddess benign I point forth some unknown thing : 

Are there not other remons than this isle ? 

What are the stars ? There is the sun, the sun I 

And the most natient brilliance of the moon 1 

And stars by thousands I Point me out the way 

To any one [>articular beauteous star. 

And X will flit into it with my lyre. 

And make its silvery splendour pant with bliss. 

I have heard tlie i:loudy thunder : WEiere is power ? 

VVhoso hand, whose essence, what clivinity 

Makes this alarum in the elements. 

While I here idle listen on the shores 

In fearless yet in aching ignorance ? 

O tell me, lonely Goddess ! by thy harp, 

That waileth every morn and eventiiie, 

Tell me why thus I rave, about Ihcse groves! 
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Mute lliou remainest — Mqfe ? j-el I ci. 
A wondroua lesson in thy silent face : 



Creations anJ destroyinga, all at once 

Pour iiitji the wide hollows of my brsuri, 

An.l -Icify me, as if some blithe wine 

Or bnjrlit elixir peerless T had drunk, 

Anil so become immortal." — TIius the God, 

While his enkindled eyes, with level Elance ' -< 

Beneath his white soft temples, steadfast kept ,i /' 77i^;;' / 

rremblmj with li^ht upon Mnemosyne, '^■'^''■f '■^■'7 

Soon wild commotiotis shook him, and ni«de flush ij ~'' * 

AU Ihe immortal fwrness of his limte: ' ' ■■ '■ ,' 

Most hke the struggle at the gate of death ; ^ 7"> ' 

Or hke still to one who should take leave ; / 

Of pale immortal death, and with a pan" --' 

As hot as death's is chill, with fierce convulse ' - . X-; 

Die into life : so young Apollo anguish'd ; 

His very hair, his golden tresses famed 

Kept undulation round his eager neek. 

During the pain Mnemosyne upheld 

Her arms as one who prophesied. — At length 

Apollo shnek'd ; — and io ! from all his limbs 

Ueleahal 



4^- 
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TO LEIGH HUNT, ESQ. 

Qlobt and loveliness have pass'd away ; 

For if we wanflBr out in early morn, 

No wreathed incense do we see npborne 
Into the east t« meet tha smilinR day: 
No crowds of nymphfl soft-voiced and young and gaj 

In woven basltels briiieine ears of corn, 

Roses, and wiiks, and violets, to adorn 
Tha shrine of Tlor» in her early May. 
But there are left dehghts as high as Uiese. 

And I shall ever bless my destiny, 
That in a time whan under plaint trees 

Pan is no longer souaht, I feeUfree, 
A ieafv liutur)-, seeiiij- I could please 

Wilt these poor oifarinss, a man like thee 
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1 STOOD tiptoe upon a little hill, 
The air was cooliiin;, and so very still, 
That the aweet buds which with a modest pride 
Piill_ drooping] J, in slanting curve aside, 
Their Bcanty-leaved, and flnel)'-l:apering stoma, 
Had not jet lost the starry diadems 
Caught from the eariy aohbing of the mom. 
The clouds were pure and white as Hocta new- 

Aud freah from the clear brook ; sweetly they slept 

On the blue fields of heaven, and then there crept 

A tittle noiseless noise anione the leaves, 

Born of the very sigh that silence heaves ; 

For not the faintest motion could be seen 

Of all the shades that slanted o'er the green. 

There mas wide wandering for the greediest eye, 

To peer about upon variety ; 

Far round the horizon's crystal air to skim. 

And trace the dwindled edgings of its brim ; 

To picture out the quaint and curious bending 

Of a fresh woodland alley never-ending : 

Or by the bowery clefts, and leafy shelves, 

Guess where the jaunty streams refresh themselves. 

I gazed awhile, and felt as light, and free 

As though the fenning wings of Mercury 

Had pla/d upon my heels : 1 was light-hearted. 

And maiiy pleasures to my vision stai-ted ; 

So I straightway began to pluck a posy 

Of luxunes brighl, milky, soft and rosy. 
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A buah of May-flnwers witli tlie hces about them ; 
Ah, sure no tasteful nook could be without them ! 
And let a lush laburnum overswaep tbern, 
And let long gi'aaa grow round the roots, to keep 

Moist, cool, and jireen ; and ahade the violets, 
'I'bat they may bind the moss in ieafy nets. 

A filberl-hedge with wild-briar overtwined. 
And tiumps of woodbine taking tlie soft wind 
Upon their summer thrones ; there too should be 
'Xbe frequent-chequer of a youngling tree. 
That Willi a score of light green brethren shoots 
From the Cjuaint mossiness of aged roots : 
Bound which is heard a spring-head of clear waters, 
Babbling so wildly of its lovely daughters. 
The spreading blue-bells : it may haply mourn 
That such fair clusters should be rudely torn 
From their fresh beds, and seatter'd thoughtlessly 
Jiy infant hands, left on the path to die. 



ir great Apollo bids 
That in these days your praises should be suni 
On many harpg, which he has lately strung ; 
And when again your dewiness he kisses. 
Tell him, I liave you in my world of blisses: 
So haply when 1 rove in some far vale, 
His mighty voice may come upon the gale,. 



e swi^et peas, on t i ptoo foi' a flight r 
ja ot gentle liusb o'er lii'licatp whitu ^ 
r flnp'CTS ( ^atchinir at all thi iicrs. 
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la the wat^r rniiiKJ tliat bend 1 



Sl owly acrosH the tih Bfi uer'd 8li '^')""'ft p-"' 

^Vii y vou migM read two aonnels. ere" tbev reac h 

TV^g grP thg liurryinf; ireshnesseg aye preach 

ATiiatur al sormon o 'er their pebbly beds ; 

TVhere smarms of mmnot^S shOW IheTr'llttle heads, 

Staying their wavy bodies 'gainst the streama. 

To taste the luxury of auiiny beams 

Tempei-'d with coolness. How they ever wrestle 

With theiv own sweet delight, and ever nestle 

Their silver bellies on the pebbly sand ! 

If you bat Buantily hold out (he hand, 

That verj' instant not one will remain ; 

But turn your eye, and they are there again. 

The ripplca seem right glad to reach those cresses, 

And cool themselves among the emeralii tresses; 

The while they eool themselves, they freshness give, 

And moisture, that the bowery green may live : 

So keeping up an interchange of favours. 

Like good men in the truth of their behaviours. 

Smnetimes goldfinches one by one will di'op 

From low-hung branches : little space they stop ; 

But sip, and twitter, and their feathers sleek ; 

Then off at once, as in a wanton freak : 

Or perhaps, to show their black and golden wings, 

Pausing upon their yellow flutterinus. 

Were I in such a place, I sure should pray 

That nought less sweet might call my thoughts 

Thiin the soft rustle of a maiden's gown 

Fanning away tiie dandelion's down ; 

Than the light music of her nimble toes 

Patting gainst the sorrel aa she goes. 

How she would start, and blush, thus to be caught 
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Playing In all her innoeenoe of thought ! 

O let me leail her gently o'er the brook, 

Watth her half-smiling lipa and downward lookj 

O let me for one moment toaoh her wrist ; 

Let me one moment to her breatiiing list ; 

And a* abe leaves me, may she often turn 

Her fair eyes lookinjr t-liroiisjh lier locks aubume. 

Wliat next ? a tufl of eveniiij; priinrosea, 

O'er whieh the mind may hover till it dozes; 

O'er which it well might take a pleasant sleep, 

Bnt that 'tis ever startled by the leap 

Of buds into ripe flowera ; or by the flitting 

Of divers moths, that aye their rest are quitting ; 

Or by the moon lifting her silver rim 

Above a cloud, and with a gradual swim 

Coming into the blue with all her light, 

Maker of sweet poets 1 dear delist 

Of this fair world and all its gentle livers ; 

Sjiangler of clouds, halo of crystal rivers, 

Mingler with leaves, and dew and tumbling streams, 

Closer of lovely eyes to lovely dreams. 

Lover of lonelmess, and wandering, 

Of upcast eye, and lender pondering ! 

Thee must I praise above all other glories 

That smile as on to tell delightful stories. 

For what has made the s^e or poet write 

But the fair paradise of Nature's light? 

In the calm grandeur of a sober line. 

We see the waving of the mountain pine ; 

And when a tale is beautitutly staid. 

We feel the safety of a hawthorn glade : 

When it is moving on luxurious wings. 

The soul ia lost in pleasant smotherings: 

Fair dewy roses brush against our faces. 

And flowering laurels spring from diamond vases ; 

O'erhead we see the jasmine and sweet-briar. 

And bloomy grapes laughing from green attire; 

While at our feet, the voiue of crystal bubbles 
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Charms us at once away from all our troubles : 
So that we feel uplifted from the world, 
Wnlking upon the white ulouds wreath'd atid curl'd. 
So fult hti, who first told how Fi^yehe nent 
Ou the smooth wind to realms <» wondemienl ; 
What Psyche felt, aiid Love, when their full lips 
First touch'd; what amorous and fondling nips 
They gave each other's theeks; with all thuir sighs, 
And how they kist each other's tremulous eyes : 
The silver lamp, — the ravishment — the wonder — 
The darkness — loneliness — the fearful thunder; 
Theiv woes gone by, and both to heaven up flown, 
To bom for gratitude before Jove's throne. 
So did he feel, who puH'd the boughs aside, 
That me miglit look into a forest wide, 
To cateh a glimpse of Fauns, and Dryades 
Coming with soltost rustle through the trees; 
And garlands woven of flowers wild, and sweet, 
Upheld on ivory wrists, or sporting feet : 
Tellin>t US how fair trembling Synnx fled 
Arcadian Pan, with such a fcari'ul dread. 
Poor Nvmpli, — poor Pan, — how did he weep to 

find 
Nought but a lovely sighing of the wind 
Along the reedy stream ! a half-heard strain, 
Full of sweet desolation — balmy pain. 

What first inspired a bard of old to sing 
Narcissus pining o'er the untainted spring? 
In some delicious ramble, he had found 
A little space, with boughs all woven round; 
And in the midst of all, a clearer pool 
Than e'er reflected in its pleasant cool 
The blue sky, here and there serenely peeping, 
Through tendril wreaths fantastically creeping. 
And on the bank a lonely flower he spied, 
A nieek and forlorn flower, with nought of pride, 
Drooping its beauty o'ur the watery cl 
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To woo its own »ad image into nearness : 
Deaf to light Zephyrus it would not move ; 
But still would suein to droop, to pine, to love. 
So while the poet stood in this sweet spot. 
Some fainter gleamings o'er his fancy shot' 
Nor was it long ere he had told the (ale 
Ofjoiiiig Nan^issus, and sad Echo's bale. 

Where had he been, from whose warm head 
outflew 
That sweetflist of all songa, that ever new. 
That aye refi-eshing, pure deliciousness, 
Coming ever to bless 

The wanderer by moonlight? to him bringing 
Shapes from the inviable world, unearthly am^ng 
From out the middle mr, from flowery nests. 
And from the pillowy silkiness tliat rests 
Full in the speculation of the stars. 
All ! surely he had burst our mortal bars ; 
Into some wondrous region he had gone, 
To search for thee, divine Endymion I 

He was a Poet, sure a lover too, 
Who Blood on Latmus' top, what time there blew 
Soft breezes from the myrtle vale below; 
And brought, in faintness solemn, sweet, and slow, 
A hymn from Dian's temple; while upsweliing, 
The inuense went lo her own starry dwelling. 
But thoufjh her face was clear as infants' eyes, 
Tliough she stood smiling o'er the sacrifice. 
The poet wept at her so piteous late. 
Wept that such beauty should be desolate : 
So in 6n« wrath some golden sounds he won. 
And gave meek Cynthia her Endymion. 

Queen of the wide air ; thou most lovely queen 
Of all the brightness that mine eyes have seen I 
As thou exceedest all things in thv shine. 
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So every tale does this sweet tale of tliine. 
lor three words of honey, that I iniglit 
Tell hut one wonder of thy hriJal night I 

Where distant ships do seem to show their toels, 
Phcebus awhile delay'd his mii;hiy wheels. 
And tiini'd to smile upon thy bashful eyes. 
Ere he liis unseen poinp would solemnize. 
Tlie evening weather was so bright, and clear, 
That men of health were of unusual cheer ; 
Stepping like Homer at the trumpet's call, 
Or young Apollo ou the pedestal : 
And lovely women were as fiur and warm, 
As Venus looking sideways in alarm. 
The breezes were ethereal, and pure, 
And crept through half-closed lattices to cure 
The languid sict : it cool'd their fever'd sleep, 
And soothed them into slumbers full and deep. 
Soon they awoke clearKiyed; nor hurn'd with 

thirsting, 
Nor with hot fingers, nor with temples bursting : 
And springing up, they met the wondering sight 
Of their dear friends, nigh foolish with delight ; 
Whofeel tlieir arms, and breasts, and kiss, and stare. 
And on their placid foreheads part lie hair. 
Young men and maidens at each other gazed, 
Wilh hands held back, and motionless, amazed 
To see the brightness in each other's eyes ; 
And so they stooii, fill'd with a sweet surprise. 
Until their tongues were loosed in poesy. 
Therefore no lover did of anguish die: 
But the sofi numbers, in that moment spoken, 
Made silken ties, that never may be broken. 
Uynthia 1 I cannot tell the greater blisses 
That follow'd thine, and thy dear shepherd's kisses : 
\\'a8 there a poet horn ? — But now no more — 
My wandering spirit must no farther soar. 



r„-.dh.G00gle 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



SPECIMEN OF AN INDUCTION TO A 
POEM. 

LO ! I must tull a tale of chivalry ; 
For large white plumes are dancing in mina 
eye. 
Not like the formal crest of latter days : 
But bending in a tiiousand graceful ways; 
So graceful, that it seems no mortal hand, 
Or o'en the touch of Arcliiinago'a wand. 
Could charm ihem into eueh an attitude. 
We must think rather, that in plavful mood, 
Some mountain breeze had turn' J its thief delight 
To show this wonder of its gentle mifht. 
liO ! I must tell a tale of chivalry ; 
For while I muse, the lance points slantingly 
Athwart the morning £ur ; some lady sweet, 
Who cannot feel for cold her tender feet, 
From the worn top of some old battlement 
Hails It with tears, her stout defender sent; 
And from her own pure self no joy dissembling. 
Wraps round her ample robe with happy trcm- 

Sometiraes when the good knight his rest could 

It is reflected, clearly, in a lake, 

Willi the young asben boughs, 'gainst which it resits. 

And th' half-seen mosaness of Imneta' ntsis. 



Ah ! shall I ever tell its cruelty. 
When the fire flashes from a warriors e 
And his (remendous hand is graspini; It, 
And \ih dark brow for very wrath is kn 
Or when his spirit, with more calm intei 
Leaps to the honours ol' a tournament, 
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Ami mnfces tile gazers roiiiid about the rinif 
Stare at tlie ^iraudeur of the balaui^inir ? 
No, Eio I tliis LI far oft': — theci how siiall I 
Kevive the djinji tones of minslrclsv, 
Wliich linger yet about lonfi gothiu aruhes, 
111 liarfc gi'eeu Uy, and among wild larches ? 
Ilnw sing the splendour of the revulriea, 
Whun butts of wine are drank off to the leea ? 
And that bright lant'B, against the fretted wall, 
liuneath the shade of stalely banneral, 
I- slung with shining cuirass, aword, and shield ? 
\\ here ye may aee a spur in bloody field. 
Light-looted damsels more with gentle paces 
Itound the wide hall, and show their hapiiy faces- 
Or stand in eourtly talk by fives and sevens: 
Like those fair stars that twinkle in the heavens, 
let must I tell a tale of chivalry: 
Or wherefore comes thM kniglit so proudly by ? 
Wherefore more proudly does the ge-.iie knight 
Kein in the swelling of his ample might ? ~ 
Spenser ! thy brows are arched, open, kind, 
And eome like a clear sun-rise to my mind • 
And always does my heaH with pleasure dance, 
W lien 1 think on thy noble countenance : 
Where never yet was auglit more eai-thly seen 
i lian the pure freshness of thy laurels green. 
Ilierefore, great bard, I not so fearfully 
Call on thy gentle spirit to iiover iii"-h 
My daring steps: or if thy tender " 
Thus startled ■■ 



Be jealous that the foot of other wight 
Should madly follow that bright path of light 
Traced by thy loved Libertas; he will speak. 
And tell thee that my prayer is very meek ■ 
That I will follow with due reverence 



And start with awe at mine own strange preter 

Him thou wilt hear ; so I will rest in hope 

Jo see wide plains, liiir trets, and lawuy slope ; 
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Tlie morn, the eve, the light, the shade, the 

flowers ; 
Clear streaius, suiooUi lakes, and overlooking 



YOUNG Calitlore is paddling o'er the lake ; 
His healthful spirit eager and awake 
To feel the beauty of a, silent eve. 
Which scem'd full loth this happy worlJ to leave. 
The light dwelt o'er the scene so lin^eringly. 
He bares his forehead 1© the cool blue sky, 
Aiirl smiles at the far clearness all around, 
Until his heart is well ni;;h overwound, 
And turns for calmness to the pleasant jireen 
Of eauy elopes, and ahailowy trees that lean 
So elegantly o'er the waters' brim 
And show their blossoms trim. 
Searee can his clear and nimble eyesight follow 
The freaks and darlings of the black-wiiig'd swat 

low. 
Delighting mueh, to see it half at rest, 
Di)) so refreshingly its wings and breast 
'Gainst the smooth surface, and to mark anon, 
The mdening circles into nothing gone. 

And now the sharp keel of his little boat 
Comes up with ripple, and with easy float 
And gliile? into a bed of water-lilies : 
Broad-leaved arc they, and their white canopies 
Are upward tum'd tn catch the heavens' dew. 
Near to a little island's point they grew ; 
Whence Culidore might have thu goodliest view 
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Of this sweet spot of earth. The bowery shore 
Went off in gentle windings to the hoar 
And light blue mount^ns; but no breathing man 
'With a warm heart, and eye prepared to scan 
Nature's clear beauty, could pasa liohtly by 
Objects that look'd out so invitingly 
On either side. These, gentle Calidore 
Greeted, as be had known them long before. 

The sidelonjt view of swelling lealineas. 
Which the glad setting sun in gold doth dress, 
Whence, ever and anon, the joy outsprings, 
And scales upon the beauty of its wings. 

_ The lonelj- turret, shatter'd, and outworn. 
Stands venerably proud; too proud to mourn 
Its long-lost grandeur; fir-tvees grow around, 
Aye dropping their hard fruit upon the "roand. 
The little chapel, with the cross aliove, 
Upholding wreaths of ivy ; the white dove. 
That on the windows spreads his feathers iicht. 
And seems from purple clouds to wing its ffight. 

Green tufted islands casting their soft shades 
Across the lake ; seqnester'd leafy glades. 
That through the dimness of their twilight show 
Large doct-leaves, spiral foxgloves, or the glow 
Of thewild cat's-eyes, or the silvery stems 
Of delicate birch-trees, or long grass which hems 
A little brook. The youth had long been viewing 
Those pleasant things, and heaven was bedewing 
The mountain flowers, when his glad senses caught 
A trumpet's silver voice. Ah 1 it was fraught 
With many joys for him; the warder's ken 
Had found «liiti! coui'scrs prancing ir ' 
Fiiends very dear to him lie sooii wi' 
80 puslies olT )jis boat most eagei'ly. 
And soon ujmn the lake he skima along, 
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Peaf to the nightingale's first umler-song; 

Tfor minds he the while swans that dioatn so 

His spirit flies before him so completely. 
Anil now he tui'ns a jutting point of lane], 
Wiieni;e may ba seen tiie castle glootny and grand ! 
Nor will a, bee buzz round two swelling jwaehes, 
Belbre the point of his light shallop readies 
'I'liose marble steps tliat through the water dip : 
Kow over them he goes with hasty trip. 
And scarcely stays to ope the folding doors: 
Anon he leaps along tlie oaken floora 
Of hails and corridors. 

Delicious sounds ! those little bright-eyed things 
Tliat float about the air on azure wings, 
Had been less heartfelt by him than the clang 
Of clattering hoofe ; into the court he sprang. 
Just aa two noble steeds, and palfreys twain. 
Were slanting out their necks with loosen'd rein ; 
"While from beneath the threatening portcullis 
They brought their happy burthens. What a kiss, 
What gende squeeze he gave each lady's hand 1 
How tremblingly iheir delicate ankles spnnu'd ! 
Jnto how sweet a trance his soul was gone. 
While whisperings of affection 
Made him delay to let their tender feet 
Come to the earth ; with an incline so sweet 
From their low palfreys o'er his neck they bent : 
And whether there were tears of languishmeut, 
Or that the evening dew had pearl'd their tresses, 
He feels a moisture on his cheek, and blesses 
With lips that tremble, and with glistening eye. 
All the soft loxurj- 

That nestled in his arms. A dimpled hand. 
Fair as some wonder out of fairy laud. 
Hung from his alioubler like the drooping flowers 
Of whitest Cassia, fresh from summer showers i 
And this be fondled with his happy cheek, 
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As if for joy he would no furthur seek : 
When thek'ind vojue of good Sip Clerimoni] 
Camu to liis ear, like somethinji from beyond 
Hia pi-eaont being : so he gently lirevr 
Hia warm arms, thrillina now with pulses new, 
From their aweet thrall, audfbrwani gently bending, 
Thauk'd Heaven that his joy was never-endin" ; 
While 'gainst his forehead he deyoutly presa'd " 
A hand Heaven made tJ3 succour the distress'd ; 
A hand that from the world's bleak promontory 
Had lifted Calidore for deeds of Glory, 

Amid the p^es, and the torches' glare, 
There stood a knight, patting the flowing hair 
Of his prond horse's mane : lie was withal 
A man of elegance, and atature tall : 
So that the waving of his plumes would be 
High aa the berries of a wild ash-tree. 
Or as the winged cap of Mercury. 
His armour was ao dexterously wrought 
In shape, tliat sure no living man h^ thought 
It hard and heavy steel : but that indeed 
It wassome gloriona form, some splendid weed. 
In whith a spirit new come from the skiea 
Might live, and show itself to human eyes. 
'Tia the far-famed, the brave Sir Gondiiwrt, 
S^d the good man to Catidore alert; 
While the young warrior with a atep of grace 
Came up, — a courtly smile upon his face, 
And mailed hand held out, ready to greet 
The large-eyed wonder, and anibitioaa heat 
Of the aspiring boy ; who as he led 
Those smiling ladies, otVen torn'd his head 
To admire the visor areh'd ao gracefully 
Over a knightly brow; while they went by 
The lamps that from the high-roof'd hall were 

pendent, 
And gave the 3t«el a shining quite transcendent. 
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Soon in a pleasant chamber they are seated, 
The sweet-lipp'd ladies have already greeted 
All the green leaves that round the window clamber, 
To fhow their purple stars, atid bells of amber. 
Sir Gondibert has dofl''d his aliiiiing steel, 
tiladdening in the free and aii7 feci 
Of a liglit mantle; and wliile Clevimond 
la looking rguod about him with a fDn<l 
And placid eye, yonne Calidore is burning 
To hear of knicrhtlv ifteds, and gallant spurning 
Of all nnworthiiiess; and how liie strong of arm 
Kept off dismay, and terror, and alarm 
Vvoin lovely woman : while brimful of this. 
He gave each damsel's hand so warm a kiss. 
And had such manly ardour in his eye. 
That eauh at other iook'd half-staringly : 
And then th«r features started into smiles. 
Sweet as blue heavens o'er enchanted isles. 
Softly the breezes from the forest came. 
Softly they blew aside the taper's flame ; 
Clear was the song from Fhilomel's far bower ; 
Grateful the incense fiom the lune-tree flower 
Mysterious, wild, the far-heard trumpet^s tone 
Lovely the moon in etber, all aione : 
Sweet too the converse of these happy mortals, 
As that of busy spirits when the portals 
Are L-Iosing in the West: or that soft hnmming 
We hear around when Hesperus is coming. 
Sweet be their deep 
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TO SOME LADIES, 

OB RECBIVISG A CUEiOUS SHELL. 

WHAT though, while the wonders of nature 
exploring, 
I cannot your light, mazy footsteps attend ; 
Nor listen io accents, that almoat adoring, 
Blesa Cynthia'a feee, the enthusiast's iriend : 

Tet over the steep, whence the mountain-stream 
rushes. 
With you, kindest friends, in idea I rove ; 
Mark (he clear tumbling crystal, its passionate 

Its spray, that a wild flower kindly bedews. 

Why lincer ye so, the wild labyrinth strolling ? 

Why brHalbless, unable your bliss to declare? 
Ah I you list to the nightingale's tender condoling, 

Responsive to sylphs, in the moon-beamy air, 

'Tis mom, and the flowers with dew are yet droop- 

I see you are treading the verge of [he sea : 
And now! ah, I see it — you just now are stooping 
To pick up the keepsake intended tor me. 

If a cherub, on pinions of silver descen<linf, 

Had brought me a gem from the fretwork of 

And smiles with his star-cheering voice sweetlv 
blending, 
The blessings of Tighe had melodiously given ; 
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It had not created a warmer em< tion 

Than the present, fair nyinplia, I was bleat with 
from you ; 
Tiiaa the shell, from the bright golden sanda of the 



For, indeeil, 'tis a sweat and peculiar pleasure, 
(And bliaat'nl is he who suth happinesa finds,) 

To possess but a span of the hour of leisure 
In elegant, pure, and aerial minds. 



ON RECEIVING A COPY OF VERSES 
FEOM THE SAME LADIES. 



H 



AST thou fi'om the caves of Golconda, i 
Pure as the ice-drop that froze on the 



Bright as the humming-bird's green diadem, 

When it flutters in sunbeama that shine through 
a fount^n ? 

Hast thou a goblet for dark sparkling wine ? 

That goblet right heavy, and masay, and gold 7 
And splendidly mark'd with the story divine 

Of Armida the fair, and EUnaldo the bold ? 

Hast thou a ateed with a mane riuhly flowing? 

Hast thou a sword that thine enemy's amart is ? 
Hast thou a trumpet rich melodies blowing ? 

And wear's! thou the shield of the famed Bri- 



What is it that hangs from thy shoulder so brave, 
Embroider'd with many a spring-peering Bower 1 
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Ah I courteous Sir Knight, with large joy thoa art 

LTOWll'd ; 

Full many llie glories tbat brighton thy youth I 
I will tell tliee my blisses, whiuh rit-iilj abound 
In magical powers to bless and to soothe. 

On this scroll thou seest written in oharactera fair 
A aun-bKaming tale of a wreath, and a chain : 

And, warrior, it nurtures the property rare 

Of charming my mind from the trammels of pwn. 

This canopy mark ; 'tis the work of a fay ; 

Beneath its rich shade did King Ubcrou languish, 
When lovely Titania was far, tar away, 

And cruelly left him to sorrow and anguish. 

There, ofi: would he bring from his soft-sighing lute 
Wild strains to whiuh, spell-bound, the nightin- 
gales listen'd ! 
The wondering spirits of Heaven weru mute, 
And tears 'niong the dewdrops of morning oft 
glistenM. 

In this little dome, all those melodies strange, 

Soft, plaintiv,-, and ...yltiug, for ever will sigh; 
Mor e'er will llii.' tioto;' f'rain their tyndcrniiss change, 



So when I am in a vo'uplHoiis vuiii, 

I pillow my hmul on the sweets of the i-ose. 

And list to tiie tale of tlie wreath, ami the ohain, 
TOI its echoes depart ; then I sink to repose. 

Adieu I valiant Erie ! with joy thou art crown'd, 
Full many the gloiies ihat brighten thy youth, 



r„-.dh.Google 



248 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

I too have my blisses, which richly abound 
Id magical powurs to bless, anil to soothe. 



TO . 

HADST thou lived in ilaya of olil, 
O what wonders had been told 
Of thy lively eounteiiauce. 
And thy Imiuid eyes, that danee 
In the midst of their own brightness, 
In the very fiine of lightiies 
Over whiuh thine ejebrowf 
Pictare oat each lovely meg 
In a dainty bend ihey lie, 
Like the streaks across the sky, 
Or the feathers from a crow, 
Fallen on a bed of snow. 
Of thy dark hair, that extends 
Into many graceful benda : 
As the leaves of hellebore 
Turn to whence they sprung before. 
And behind each ample curl 
Peeps 1 e ■ hn o a pea I 
Downward too flo s n anv a tre a 
W a w n 

Fu se 



W Ht nd 

Kep w h such a e p a 
Tha hey sc dom neet ho eye 
Of the t e Lo ts ha fly 
Konnd about with ef^er pry. 
Saving when with freshening lave, 
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Thou dipp'at them in the taintless wave ; 
Like twin watBi^liiias, bom 
111 tlio coolness of the morn. 
O, if thon hadst breathed then. 
Now the Muites had been ten. 
CouhIsC thou wish for lineage higher 
Than twin-sister of Thalia ? 
At least for ever, evennore 
Will I eall the Grauea four. 
Hadst thou lived when chivalry 
Lifted up her lanue on high, 
Tel) niB what thou wouidst have been ? 
Ah I I see the «1ver sheen 
Of thy broider'd-floating vest 
Covering half thine iTory breast : 
Which, O Heavens I I ahould see, 
But chat cruel Destiny 
Has placed a golden cuirass there, 
Keeping secret what is fair. 
Like sunbeams in a cloudlet nested, 
Tliy locks in tnightly casque are rested : 
O'er which benil four milky plumes, 
Like the gentle lilj'e blooms 
Springing fram a costly vase- 
See with what a stately pace 
Comes thine alabaster steed; 
Servant of heroic deed I 
O'er his loins, his trappings glow 
Like the northern lights on snow. 
Mount his back ! thy aword nnsheath 1 
Sigu of the enchanter's death ■ 
Bane of every wicked spell ; 
Slleueor of dr^^jon's yell. 
Alas ! thou this wilt never do : 
Thon art an enchantress loo, 
And vviit suiuly never spill 
Blood of those whose eyes can kilL 
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TO HOPE. 

WHEN tiy my solitarv hearlb I sit, 
And hateiul thouglifs Hnivrap my soul j 

Wlifn no fair di'eams before my "mind's eye" tiit, 

And the bare heath of life presents no bloom ; 
Sweet Hope ! etiiereal balm upon me alied, 
And wave thy sliver pinions o'er my bead. 

isbt, 



Should sad Despondency mv musings fright, 
" ' ■" ■ ' ■ •• -^ Cheerfufiiess awa 



Peep with 
Ami keep 



drive fair Cheerfufiiess away, 
Donbeams through the leafy roof, 
that fiend Despondence far aloof. 

Should Disappointment, parent of Despair, 
Strive for lier son to seize my cai'eless heart 

When, like a eloud, he &\ti upon the £ur, 
Preparing on bis spell-bound prey to dart ! 

Chase him away, sweet Hope, mlb visage bright, 

And fright bim, as the morning frightene night 1 

Wliene'er the fiite of those I hold most dear 
Tells to my fearful breast a tale of sorrow, 

O brii;ht-eyt'd Hope, my morbid fancy cheer ; 
Let me awhile thy sweetesl eoinfurts borrow: 

Thy heaven-bom radiance around nie shed, 

And wave thy silver pinions o'er my headl 

Should e'er unhappy love my bosom pain, 
From cruel parents, or relentless fair, 

O let me think it is not quite in vain 
To mg\i out sonnets to the midnight lur I 

Sweel Hope I ethereal balm ujion nie shed. 

And wave thy silver pinions o'er my head. 
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In the long vista of the years to roll, 

Ijyt me not see our countrj-'a honour fade I 

O let me see oar land retain her soul I 

Her pride, her treedom ; and not fteedom's shade. 

From thy bright eyes unusual briglitneaa shed — 

Beneath thy pinions canopy my head ! 

Let me not see the patriot's high bequest. 
Great liberty I how great in plain attire ! 

With the base purple of a court oppress'd, 
Bowing her bead, and ready to expire : 

But let me see thee stoop from Heaven on wings 

That fill the skies with silver glitterings ! 

And as, in sparkling majesty, a star 

CHlds the Drigbt summit of some gloomy cloud ; 
Brightening the half-veil'd face of heaven afar : 

So, when dark thouditu my boding spirit shroud, 
Sweet Hope ! celestial influence round me shed. 
Waving tliy silver pinions o'er nly head. 

Felirmry, 1818. 



IMITATION OF SPENSER. 



NOW morning from ber orient chamber came 
And her RrsC footsteps touch'd a verdant 

Crowning ila lawnv crest with amber flame, 
Silvering the untainted gushes of its rill ; 
Which, pure from mossy beds, did down distil, 
And atler parting beds of simple flowers, 
By many sti-eams a little lake did fill, 
Whii;b roiiTid its marge reflected woven bowers, 
And, in its niiddlc space, a sky that never lowers. 
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Tlnire ihe kinfrfisher saw his plutiii^ bright, 
Vjing with fish of brilliant dye below; 
Whose silken fins' and gulden stalea' light 
Cast upward, through the waves, a ruby glow : 
There saw the swan his neck of arKheU snow, 
And Oiir'd himself along with majesty: 
Sparkled his jetty eyes; his feet did show 
Beneath the waves like Afrie's ebony. 
And on hia baok a fay reclined voluptuously. 

Ah ! could 1 tell the wonders of an isle 
That in that feirest lake had placed been, 
I could e'en Dido of her grief beguile; 
Or i-ob from a^eil Lear his bitter teen : 
For sure so fair a place was never seen 
Of alt that ever charm'd romantio eye : 
It seein'd an emerald in the silver sheen 
Of the bright waters ; or as when on hif;h, 
Throuah clouds of fleecy whil«, laughs the ucert 

And all around it dipp'd luxuriously 
Slopings of verdure through the glossy tide. 
Which, as it were in gentle amity, 
Rippled delighted up the flowery side ; 
Aa if to glean the ruddy tears it tried, 
Whieh fell profusely tVom the rose-tree stem I 
Haply it was (he workings of its pride, 
In strife to throw upon the shore a gem 
Outvying all the buds in Plora's diadoJn. 



W()MA\ ! ttben I behold thee flippant, vain, 
Inconstanl, childi.sh, proud, wA full of fancies 
Without that modest softening that enhances 

The downcast eye, repentant of the pain 
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That its mild liglit creates to heal again ; 

E'en tlieii, elate, my spirit leaps and prances, 

E'en then my soul with exultation tlanees 
For that lo love, so long, Tve dormant lain ; 
But when I see thee meek, and kind, and tender, 

Heavens ! hon desperately do I adore 
Thy winning graces ; — to be thy defender 

J hotly burn — to be a Calidore — 
A very Red Cross Knight — a stout Loander — 

Might I be loved by thee like these of yore. 

Light feet, dark violet eyes, and parted.hair ; 

Soft dimpled hands, white neck, and creamy 
breast ; 

Are things on which the dazzled senses rest 
mi the Ibna, fixeil eyes, forget they stare. 
From such line pictnres. Heavens I I cannot dare 

To turn my admiration, though unpoaseas'd 

They be of ivhat is worthy, — though not dreat. 
In lovely modesty, and virtues rare. 
Yet these I leave as thoughtless as a lark ; 

These lures I straight forget, — e'en ere I dine, 
Or thrice my palate moisten : but when I mark 

Such charms with mild intelhgences shine, 

is open like a greedy shark, 

'o catch the tunings of a voice divine. 

Ah ! who can e'er forget so fair a being ? 

Who can forget her half-retiring sweets ? 

God I she is like a milk-irhito lamb that bleate 
For man's protection. Surely the All-seeing, 
Who joys to see us with his gifts agreeing, 

Will uever give him pinions, who intreats 

Such innocence to nun, — ■ who vilely cheats 
A ilove-like bosom. In truth there ia no freeing 
Unu's thoughts from such a beauty ; when I hear 

A lay that once I saui her hand awake. 
Her form seems floating palpable, and near : 



My ear 
Toci 
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Had I e'er seen her from an arbour take 

A dewy flower, oft would tiiat hand appear, 

And o'er mj- eyes the trembling ii ' 



ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE. 

MY heart aches, and a drowsy numbnesg pains 
My sense, as Jhough of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied aojno ciuil opiate to Ibe drains 
One minute past, and T-e the- wards had sank ! 
'Tis not throupt envy of tliy happy lot, 
But being too happy^ in thy happiness, — 
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees, 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
^ngestof summer in full-throated ease. 

for a draught of vintage, that hath beMi 
CooI'd along age in the deep<lelved ear^ 

Tasting <rf Flora and the country-green, 

Dance, and Provencal song, and sun-burnt 

QJbr a^_aker full of th»-warm South, 
Full oJ" the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 
With beaded. bubbles wliikiiig at tlie hriift, 
And purple-stained niogth ; 
That I minht driiii, andleave the world unseen, 
And witH thee fade away into the forest dim • 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leaves hast never known, 

The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where men sit and hear each other nroan ; 

Where paby shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs. 
Where youth grows pale, and speclre-tliin, and 
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Where bat to think is to be full of sorrow 
And lea(!«n-eyetl dcspiiira; 
Where beauty cannot keep her lustroua eyes. 
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-iiioi-row. 

Away ! away ! for 1 will fly to thea,. 

Not charioted by Bacchus and hijfards, 
But on the SJamS-S^ wings of P<fesy, ^ 

Though thed^jll brain purplexes and retards . 
Already wiih thee. ! tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Cluater'd arou'nJ by all her atan-y Fays ; 
But here there is no light, 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes bldwn 
Through verdurous gloonis and winding mossy 

I cannot see w hat flow ers are at iny feet. 

Nor what soft intense hangs upon the boughs, 
Bnt, in embalmed darkness, guess ea ch sw eet 

Wlierewich the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicke t, and the fruit-tree wild; 
White hawthorn, and the paatoi^ eglaritirte; 
Fast-fading violets coverd ugjn leavgs ; 
And mid-May's eldest cluld, 
l^e comin g musk ^roae, full of dewy wioe. 

The murmurous haunt of flies on suinuier ^ves.' 



Call'd hi[n soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
To take into the air my ijuiet breath'; 

To cease upon the [nidnight with no ptiin. 

While then arr pnnrinc. fnrt.h thy sotil Jibroad 
I n Siiph an pcHlHS v ! 

Sfjll woalilsttSou aing, and"I have ears in vain — 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 



r„-.dh.Google 



•2:>a MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

T|™UZ3SLDoLl!2!2Jordeath, immortal Bifd ! 
) JSo hungry jiunerations treaailiBB down ; 
The Toicelhe ar this passing ni^ht was heafd 

In ancient Bays by emperor and clown ; 
Perhaps tlie Belt-same song tliat foand a path 

Through the sad ESiFt of liuth, when sick for 
home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien com ; 
The same that oft-linieg hath 
Chfujn^d majrfo oasemimts, opening on the foam 
Of penlous seas, in faery fands fbrlor^i. 

Fwj^ !. the very woriTis'like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my^e aelf I 
Adieu ! ihe fancy cannot theat so well 
As she is famed to do, decei^ng eif. 
Adieu I adieu 1 thy plaintive anthenl fades 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up the hillside ; and now 'tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades ; 
Was it a viaon, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is thaC music : — do I wake or sleep ? 



ODE ON A GRECIAN URN.. 

THOU still unravish'd bride of quietness! 
Tliou tbster-ehild of Silence and slow Time, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme : 
What leat-ftinged legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both. 

In Teinpe or the dales of Arcady? 
What men or gods are these? what maidens. loath? 
What mad pursuit ? What stfuaJuto csfape ? 
What pipes and timbrels ?/^^^^ '' ' ■ "' 
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Areswtetej' ; liiBrsfore, ye soft jiij)i!B, ])lay on ; 
Nof 10 tJiu sensual ear, but, moru eniiear'd 

Pi[)t' to the spitit ditties of no tone : 
Fatf youth, buneath tlie trees, thou canst not leava 

I'liy nonff, nor ever can thoau trees lie bare ; 
. ^ Bold Lover, never, never, canst thou kiss, 
'i'houah winning near the goal— yet, do not grieve; 
Shu eannot&de, though (hou hast not \\iy bliss, 

For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair 1 

All, hapny, happy boughs I that cannot shed 

Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu ; 
And, happy melodist, unwearied, 

For ever pipin" songs for ever new ; 
More happy love! more happy, happy love ! 

For ever warm, and still lo be enjoy'd, 
For ever paiitjng and for ever young ; 
All breathing human passion far above, 

That leaves a heart high sorrowful and eloy'd, 
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice ? 

To tl>at green aitar, mysterious priest, 
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all' her silken flanks with garlands drest? 
What little town b3' river or sea-ahore. 

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 
. h- emptied of its folk, this picas mora ? 
Ah ! little (own, thy streets for evermore 

Will silent be ; and not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 

O Attic shape I Fair attitude ! witli biede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 

With forest branches and the (rofhlen wfed ; 
Thou, silent taru ii do^t toase us out of thought 

■- " *' ' --"^Cold P.istoral ! 
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When old age shall this n;enera(ioTi waste. 

Thou shalt remain, jd midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st, 
" B eantv is tnifh. t.riif.h hpaiify" — that is a ll 

Iti know on earth, and all «e need to know. 







ODE TO PSYCHE. 

GODDESS ! hear these tuneless numbers 

By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear, 
And pardon that thy 3e<^n-ts should be san^, 

Even into thine own Boft-conched ear; 
Surely T dreamt to-day, or did 1 aee 

The winged Psvehe with awaken'd ej'es ? 
I waiiiler'd in a forest thoughtlessly. 

And, on the sndden, fninting with surprise. 
Saw two fair creatures, couehed aide by aide 

In deepest grasa, beneath the whiaperin" roof 

Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 
A brooklet, scarce espied : 
"Mid hush'd, cool-rooted flowers fragrant-eyed. 

Blue, silver- white, and budded Tyrian, 
They lay ealm-breatbiiig on the beddeil grass ; 

Their anna embraced, and their pinions too ; 

Their lips toueh'd not, bat had not bade adieu, 
As if disjomed by sol^handed slumber, 
And ready still past kisses to outnumber 

At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love : 
The wini^ed boy I knew ; 

Bnt who wast thou, O happy, happy dove ? 
His Psyche true I 
O latest-born and loveliest vision far 

Of all Olympus' faded hierarchy 1 
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Fairer than P)i<ebe's sapphire-region'il atar, 
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky ; 

Fairer tlian these, though temple thou hast none 
Nor altar heap'd with flowers ; ' 

Nor Virgin-choir to make delicioua moan 
Upon the midnight liours ; 

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 
* ii>m chain-swung censer teeming ; 

No ahrine, no gvove, no oraele, no heat 
Of pale-moiith'd prophet dreaming. 

brightest I though too late for aniique vows 
Too, too laic for the fond believing lyre, ' 

When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 
Holy the dr, tie water, and the fire ;° 

let even in these days so far retired 
From happy pieties, thy lut-ent fiins. 
Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 

1 see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired. 

bo let me Be thy choir, and make a moan 

Upon the midnight hours I 

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 

From awioMd eenser teeming: 
TV slirine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat 

Of piilc-mouth'd prophet dreaming. 

Yea, 1 will Le thy priest, and build a fane 
lu some untrodden region of my mind 
Where branched thoughts, new-grown with pleasant 

Instead of pines ehall murmur in the wind ■ 
Far, far around shall those dark-cluster'd trees 

Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep ; 
And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees, 

Ihe moss-lain Dryads shall be (uU'd to sleep; 
And in (he midst of this wide quietness 
A rosy sanctuary wiil I dress 
With the wreathed trellis of a workin-r brain 

With buds, ai.d bcHs, and stars without a name. 
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"With all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign, 

Wlio breedliio; flowers, will never bi'eed the sa 
And tliere stiall be tor thee all soil delight 

That shadowy thought ean win, 
A bright torch, and a casement ope at night, 

To lut the waiin Love in ! 



FANCY. 

EVER let the Fancy roam, 

At a touth aweet Pleasure melteth, 
Like to bubbles when rain peltelh ; 
Then let winged Fanej^ wander 
Through the thought still spread beyond her ; 
Open wide the mind's oage-door, 
She'll diirt forth, and uloinlward soar. 
Bweet Fanuy 1 let her loose ; 
Summer's joys are spoilt by use. 
And the enjoying of (ho Spring 
Fades as does its blossoming : 
Autumn's md-lipp'd fruitage too, 
Blushiiif through the mist and den, 
Clovs with tasting : What do then ? 
Sit thee by the ingle, when 
The sear fagot blazes bright, 
SiiLrit of a winter's night ; 
Wlieii the soundless earth is muffled. 
And the eakei] snow is shutBud 
From the plouahboy's heavy shoon ; 
When the Night doth meet the Noon 
Tn a (lark consjiiracy 
To b:mi^.h Kven ti'oin her sky. 
Sit tlieii tiiiivi', and send abroad, 
With a. mind self-overawed, 
Fancy, hii^li-oonmii^ion'd : — send her I 
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She has vassals to altend her : 

She will briiin;, in spite of frost, 

Beaiifies (hat the earth hath lost ; 

Slie will bring ihee, ail together, 

All duliffhts of Buramer weather ; 

All the^iids and bellg of May, 

From dewy sward or thorny spray ; 

Ail the heaped Aotanin's weaflh. 

With a stiir, mysterious stealth : 

She will mix these pleaaures up 

Like three fit winea in a cup, 

And thou shalt quaff it : — thou shall hear 

Distant harvest-carols tlear; 

Rustle of the reaped com ; 

Sweet birds antheming the morn : 

And, In the same moment — hark I 

'TiS the early Apiil lark, 

Or the rooks, with busy caw, 

Foraginj; for sticks and straw. 

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold 

The daisy and the marigold ; 

White-plumed lilies, and the first 

Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst; 

Shaded hyacinth, alway 

Sapphire queen of the inid-May ; 

And every leal^ and every flower 

Pearled with the self-same shower. 

Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep 

Meagre from its celled sleep; 

And (he snake all wtnt«r-thin 

Cast on sunny bank its skin ; 

Freckled nest eggs thou shalt see 

Hatching in the havrthorn-tree. 

When the heu-bird'a wing doth rest 

Quiet on her mossy nest ; 

Then the hurry and alarm 

When the bee-hive casts its swarm; 

AcornB ripe <lowii-pattering 

While the autumn breezes sing. 
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Oh, sweet Fanuy ! lot hei loose ; 
Every thing is spoilt bv use ; 
Where's tho clmek that dotli not fade, 
Too uiuoh gazed at ? Where's the maid 
Wliose lip mature is ever new V 
Where's the eye, however blue, 
Doth not wearj 'I Where's the face 
One would meet in every place ? 
Where's the voice, however soft. 
One would hear so very oft? 
At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth 
Like to bubbles when rain pelteth. 
Let, then, winged Fancy find 
Thee a mistress to thy mind : 
Dulcet-eyed as Ceres' daughter 
Ere the God of Torment taught her 
How to frown and how to ehiile ; 
With a waist and with a side 
While as Hebe's, when her zone 
Slipt its golden clasp, and down 
Fell her kirtle to her feet. 
While she held the goblet sweet. 
And Jove grew languid. — Break the mesh 
Of the Fancy's silken leash ; 
Quickly bre^ her prison-string. 
And such joys as these ahe'U bring. — 
Let the winged Fancy roam, 
Pleasure uever is at home. 



ODE. 

BARDS of Passion and of Mirth, 
Ye have left your souls on earth I 
Have ye souls in heaven too, 
Double-lived in renions new ? 
Yes, and those of heave 
With the spheres of sun 
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With the noise of fountains wondroua, 
And the parle of voiuea thuiid'rous ; 
With thu whisper of heaven's trees 
And one anothur, in soft ease 
Si^ated on Elysinn liiwns 
Brawaed by none but Dian's fiiwns ; 
Uiiclenieath lai^e blue-bells tented. 
Where the daises are rose-Bcented, 
And the'roae heraelf has got 
Perfume which on earth is not ; 
Where the nightingale doth aing 
Not a aenaelesa, tranced thing. 
But divine melodious truth ; 
Philosophic numbers smooth ; 
Tales and golden histories 
Of heaven and its mjsteriea. 

Thus ye live on high, and then 
On the earth ye live again ; 
And the souls ye lefl behind you 
Teaeh ua, here, the way to find yon, 
Where yoar other sonls are joying, 
Never slumber'd, never cloying. 
Here, your earth-born souls stUl speak 
To mortals, of their little week ; 
Of iheir sorrows and delights ; 
Of their passions and their spitea ; 
Of their glory and their shame ; 
What doth strengthen and what maim. 
Thus ye teach us, every day. 
Wisdom, though fled far away. 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 
Ye have left your soula on earth I 
Ye have soula in heaven too. 
Double-lived in regions now I 
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TO AUTUMN. 

SEASON of mists and mellow fruitfulness 1 
Close bo30[n-fKend of the maturing sua ; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thalth-eaves 

To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 

To swell the goui'd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more. 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease, 

For Summer has o'er-briram'd their clammy 
cells. 

Who balh not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a, p-anary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind ; 
Or on a half-reap'd liirrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy 

Spares the next swath and all its twined 

And sometime like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thj' la<len heail across a brook ; 
Or by a cider-preas, with patient look. 

Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours 

"Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where arfl 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too. 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
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And touch the slubble-p)aiii3 with rosy hue ; 
Tlien ID a wailful choir the small {"nats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat fi-om liilly bouni ; 

Hedge^riuketg sing ; and now with treble Boft 

Thi! redbreast whistles from a gardcn-croft, 

And gathering swallows twitter in tlio skies. 



ODE ON MELAKCHOLY. 



w 



Nor Buffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd 

By nightshade, ruby grape of Prosei-pine ; 
Make not your rosary of yew-berries, 
Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be 
Tour mournful Psythe, nor the downy owl 
A partner in your sorrow's mysteries ; 

For shade to shade will come too drowsily. 
And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul. 

But when the melantholy tit-shall fall 

Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud, 
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all, 

Anil hides the green hill in an April shroud ; 
Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose. 

Or on tlie rainbow of the salt sand-wave, 
Or on the wealth of globed peonies ; 
Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows, 

Empnaon her soft hand, and let her rave. 
And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes. 

She dwells with Beauty — Beauty that must die ; 
And Joy, whose liand is ever at liis lips 
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Bidding; adjea ; and aching Pleasure nigh, 
Turning to poison while the bee-raouth sips: 

Ay, in the rery temple of Delight 

Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine, 

Can bnrst Joy's grape against his palate fine ; 
His soul shall taste tlie sadness of her might. 
And bo among her cloudy trophies hung. 



LINES ON THE MERMAID TAVERN. 

SOULS of poets dead and gone. 
What Elysium have ye known, 
Happy field or mossy cavern, 
Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern ? 
Have ye Ijppled drink more fine 
Than mine host's Canary wine 'i 
Or are fruits of Paradise 
Sweeter than those dainty pica 
Of venison ? generous food ! 
Drest as though bold Robin Hood 
Would, with his maid Marian, 
Sup and bowse from horn and can, 

1 have heard that on a day 
Mine host's sign-board flew away, 
Nobody knew whither, till 
An astrologer's old qnill 
To a sheepskin gave the story, — 
S^d he saw you in yonr glorv, 
Underneath a new old-agn ' 
Sipping beverage divine, 
And pfedging with contented emaok 
The Mermaid in the Zodiac. 
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Souls of poets <!ead and gone, 
What Elysium have ye known, 
Happy field or mossy uayerii, 
CboiiMjr tliau the Mermaid Tavern ? 



KOBIN HOOD. 



NO ! those days are gone away, 
And their hours are old and gray 
And their minutes buried all 
Under the down-trodden pall 
Of the leaves of many years ; 
Many times have Winler'a shears, 
Frozen North, and chilling East, 
Sounded teinpesta to the feast 
Of the forest's whispering fleeces, 
Since men knew nor rent nor leases. 

No, the bugle sounds no more, 
And Ihe twanging bow no more ; 
Silent is (he ivory shrill 
Past the heath and up the hill ; 
There is no mid-forest laugh. 
Where lone Eeho gives the half 
To some wight, amazed to hear 
Jesting, deep in forest drear. 

On the fairest time of June 
Ton may go, with sun or moon. 
Or the seven stars to light you, 
Or the polar ray to right yon ; 
But you never may behold 
Little John, or Robin bold ; 
Never one, of all the clan, 
Thrumming on an empty t;an, 
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Some old hunting ditty, while 
Ilu doili hia greeci way beguile 
To fair hostewa Merrimunt, 
Down beade the paeture Trent; 
For ho left the merry tale, 
MeasBnger for spiey ale. 

Gone, the merry morris dio ; 
Gone, the KOnjf of Gamelyn ; 
Gone, the tough- belted outlaw 
Idling in the " greene ehawe;" 
All are gone away aod past I 
And if Bobin should be cast 
Sudden from his tufted grave, 
And if Marian aliould have 
Onee again her forest days. 
She would weep, and he would eraze : 
He would swear, for all his oaks, 
Fall'n beneath the doek-yard etrokea, 
Have rotted on the briny seas ; 
She would weep that her wild bees 
Sang not to her — strange I that honey 
Can't be got without hard money ! 

So it is ; yet let us sing 
Honour to the old bow-string! 
Honour to the bvigle horn I 
Honour to the wckkIs unshorn ! 
Honour to the Lincoln green! 
Honour to the archer keen I 
Honour to tight Little John, 
And the horse he rode npon ! 
Honour to bold Robin Hood, 
Sleeping in the underwood ! 
Honour to Maid Marian, 
And to all the Sherwood clan 1 
Though their days have hurried by. 
Let us two a burden try. 
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SLEEP AND POETRY. 

Ab 1 lay ia 107 1>^ fllep« tULl uiLin«to 
Ri»t I lie wlat, fbi Itun u' as ulhly wli^lit 
Tlua I. lOr I u' nd skknesss Dor diaese. — Can 



w 



HAT ia more gentle than a wind in summer ? 
What is more soothing than the pretty hum- 
That Btaya one moment in an open flower, 
Anil buzzes cheefily from bower to bower 1 
Wliat is more tranquil than a musk-itise blowing 
In a gnjen island, far from all men's knowing ? 
More healthful than the leafiness of dales ? 
More secret than a nest of nightingales? 
More serene than Cordelia's counlenanee? 
More full of visions than a high romance ? 
What, but thee. Bleep ? Soft eloser of our eyea I 
Low murmurer of tender lullabies 1 
Light hoverer around our happy pillows ! 
Wreather of pop])y buds, and weeping willows ! 
Silent entangter of a beauty's tresses! 
Most happy listener ! when the morning blesses 
Thee for enlivening all the cheerful eyes 
That glance so brightly at the new sun-rise. 

But what is higher beyond thought than thee? 
Fresher than berries of a mountain -tree ? 
Moi-e strange, more beautiful, more smooth, more 

regal, 
Than winjis of swans, than doves, than dim-seen 

eagle ? 
What is it? And t( 
It has a gloi')', and n 
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The thought thereof ia awful, sweet, and holy, 
Chasing away all worliilineas and folly : 
Coming somudmea like tearful claps of thunder; 
Or the low rumblings earth's regions under ; 
Auil sometimes like a ^ntle trhisperiti" 
Of all the seureta of some wondrous thmg 
That breathes about na in the vacant air ; 
Sf. (hat we look around with prying stare, 
Piiihaps to see shapea of lisht, aerial limning; 
And cateh soft floatings from a feint-heard hym 

To aee the laurel- wreath, on high suspunded, 
That is to crown our name when life ia ended, 
Soinetinn'^ it gives a glory to the voice, 
And from (he heart up-sprin^, rejoice I rejoice I 
Sounds which will reach the Fi'amer of all things 
And die away in ardent mutterings. 

No one who once the glorious sun has seen, 
And all (he clouds, and I'elt his bosom elean 
For his great Maker's presence, bat must know 
What 'tis 1 mean, and feel his being glow ; 
Therefore no insult will I give hia spirit. 
By telling what he sees from native merit. 

O Poesy ! for thee I hold my pen. 
That am not yet a glorious denizen 
Of thy wide heaven — should I rather kneel 
Upon aoine mountain-top until I feel 
A glowing splendour round about me hung. 
And echo back, the voice of thine own tongue ? 
O Poesy I for thee I granp my pen, 
That am not yet a glorious denizen 
or thy wide heaven ; yet, to niv ardent prayer. 
Yield from thy sanctuary some clear air, 
Smooth'il for Lntoxication by the breath 
Of flowering bays, that I may die a death 
Of luxury, and my young spirit follow 
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The morning sunbeams to the great Apollo, 

Like a treah satrifice ; or, it' I can bear 

The o'ei-whelming sweets, 'twill biing me to the fai» 

V isioTis oi' all plai»!s : a bowery nook 

Will be elyaium — an eternal book 

Whente i may copy many a lovtiy saying 

Alxiiit the leaves, and flowers — about the playing 

Of iiympbs in woods, and fountains; and the shade 

Keepmir a silence round a sleeping maid; 

Andinany a Terse from so strange influence 

That we must ever wonder bow, and whente 

It came. Also imagining will hover 

llounil my fire-side, and haply there discover 

Vistas of solemn beauty, where I'd wander 

In happy silence, like the elear Meander 

Through its lone vales ; and where I found a spot 

Of awfuUer shade, or an eiichanted gi'ot. 

Or a green hill o'erspread with chequer'd dress 

Of Rowel's, and fearful from its loveliness. 

Write on my tablets all that was permitted. 

All that was for our human senses fitted. 

Then tl^ events of this wide world I'd seize 

Like a strong giant, and my spirit tease 

Till at its shoulders it should proudly see 

Wings to find out an immortality. 

Stop and consader ! life is but a day ; 
A fragile dewdrop on its perilous way 
From a tree's summit ; a poor Indian's sleep 



While bis boat hastens to the 



Of Montmorend. Why so sad 
Life is the rose's hope while yet unblown; 
The reading of an ever-changing tale ; 
Tiie light uplifting of a maiden's veil ; 
A pigeon tumbling in clear summer air ; 
A laughing school-boy, without grief or ca 
Hiding the springy branchea of an elm. 
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for ten j-ears, that I may overwhulm 
Mysulf in poesy! so I lua^ lio the ducd 
Tliat my own aoul has to itBelf de.reuil. 
Then I will pass tlie countries that I avc 
III loiii; perspective, anil eoiitinually 
Taste their pure fuunlaina. Fiint the realm I'll pass 
Of Flora, and Old Pan ; sleep in tliu grass, 
Feed ujion apples red, and straw lie rries, 
And thooBe eauli pleasure that my fancy aees, 
Calfljh tliu white-handed nymphs m shady [ilaees, 
To woo sweet kisseii from averted fates — 
Play with their finfters, touch tlieir shoulduis wliito 
Into a pretty shrinkiiij! with a bite 
As hard as lips can mate it ; till agreed, 
A lovely tale of huiniin life well read. 
And one will teaeh a tame dove how it best 
Msy fan the cool air gently o'er my rest : 
Anothei', bendinp; o'er her nimble tread. 
Will set a ^reeri robe floating round her head, 
And still will dance with evei^varied ease, 
Smiling (ipon the flowers and the trees : 
Another will eiilice me on, and on. 
Through almond blossoms and rieh cinnamon ; 
Till in t!ie bosom of a leafy world 
We rest in silence, like two gems upeurl'd 
In the recesses of a pearly shell. 

And can I ever bid these joys farewell ? 
Tes, I must pass them for a nobler lite, 
Where I may find the agonies, the strife 
Of human hearts ; for lo ! I see afar, 
O'er-Bailinn; ths blue cra|rjnn*3s, a car 
And steeds with streamy manes — the charioteer 
Looks out upon the winds with glorious fear : 
And now the numerous tramplings quiver "lightly 
Along a hnge cloud's ridge ; and now with sprightly 
Wlicol dowiiwani coinp they into fresher skies, 
Tlpt round with silver from the sun's bright eye*. 
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Slill downward with capacious whirl they glide ; 

And HOW I see thom on a green-hill side 

Tn bri^ezj rust amonp; the nodding stalks. 

The cliariotcer with wondrooa gesture talks 

To the trees and mountains ; and thei'e soon appear 

Shapes of delight, of mystery, and fear, 

Passmu; along before a dusky space 

Matle by some mighty oaks ; as they would cbase 

Some ever-fleeting music, on they sweep. 

ho ! how they murmur, laugh, and smile, and weep . 

Some with npholden hand and mouth severe ; 

Some with their faces muffled to the ear 

Between their arms ; some clear in youthful bloom, 

Go glad and smilingly athwart the gloom ; 

Some looking back, and some with upward gaze; 

Yes, thousands In a thousand different ways 

Flit onward — now a lovely wreath of girls 

Dancing their sleek hcur into tangled cnrls ; 

And now broad wings. Most awfully intent 

The driver of those steeds is forward bent, 

And seems to listen : O that I might know 

All that he writes with such a burrying glow I 

The visions ail are fled — the car is fled 
Into the light of heaven, and in their stead 
A sensej}! real things comes doubly strong. 
And, liki a muddy stream, would bear along 
My soul Ui nothingness : but 1 will strive 
Against all doubtings, and will keep alive 
The thought of that same chariot, and the strange 
Journey it went. 

Is there so small a range 
In the present strength of manhood, that the high 
Imagination cannot freely fly 
As she was wont of old ? prepare her steeds. 
Paw up against tliu light, and do strange deeds 
Upon the cloudii ? Has she not shown us all ? 
IS 
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From the clear apaue of ethfir, to tliu snieill 

Hi'CiUh of new buds iintbldins; ? From Ihu inuaning 

Of Jove's large ej'obrow, to the tendei- f;reeniiig 

Of AirfLl meailoivs ? heru her altar shoiio, 

K'eo 111 tills isie ; and who I'ould paragon 

The fervid choir that lifted up a noise 

Of haniiony, to where it ave will poise 

J Is mighty self of convolucing sound, 

Huge as a planet, and like that roll round, 

Eternally around a dizzy void ? 

Ay, in those days the Muisea were nigh cloy'd 

With honours; nor had any other tare 

Than to sing out and soothe their wavy hair. 

Could all this be forgotten ? Yes, a schieni 
Nurtured by foppery and barbarism, 
Made great Apollo blush Ibr this his land. 
Men were thought \?iae who could not understand 
His glories ; with a puling infant's force 
They swaj^'d about upon a rocking-horse. 
And thought it Pegasus. Ah, dismal-soul'd 1 
The winds of heaven blew, the ocean roU'd' 
Its gathering waves — ye felt it not. The*lnfl 
Bared its eternal bosom, and the dew 
Of summer night collected still to make 
The morning precious : Beautj' was awal^ 1 
Why were ye not awake ? But ye were dead 
To things ye knew not of, — were closely wed 
To musty laws lined out with wretched rule 
And compass vile : so tliat ye taught a school 
Of dolta to smooth, inlay, and clip, and fit. 
Till, like the certiun wands of Jacob's wit. 
Their yersea tallied. Easy was the task : 
A thousand handicrafUmen wore the mask 
Of Poesy. Ill-fated, impious race 1 
That blasphemed the bri^iht Lyrist to his face, 
And did not know it, — no, thuy went about, 
Holding a poor, decrepit standard out. 
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Mark'd with mi 
The name of oi 

O je wliose charge 
It is fo hover round our pleasant hills ! 
^Vhose con^r^ated majesty so fills 
My boundly revBreime, that I cannot trace 
Your hallovr'd names, in this unholy place, 
Ho near those common folk ; did not their shames 
Affright jou ? Did our old lamenting Thames 
Delight you ? Did ye never cluster round 
Delit-ious Avon, with a mournful sound, 
And weep 7 Or did ye wholly bid adieu 
To regions where no more the laurel grew ? 
Or did ye stay t« j;ive a welcoming 
To some lone spints who could proudly sing 
Their youth away, and die ? 'Twas even so : 
But let rae think away those times of woe ; 
Now 'tia a fairer season ; ye have breathed 
Rich benedictions o'er us ; ye have wreathed 
Fresh garlands ; ibr sweet music has been heard 
In many places; some has been upstirr'd 
From out its crystal dwelling in a lake, 
By a swan's ebon bill ; from a thick brake, 
Nested and quiet in a valley mild. 
Bubbles a pipe ; fine sounds are floating wild 
About (he earth : happy are ye and glad. 
These things are, doubtless : yet in truth we've bad 
Stj-ange thunders from the potency of song ; 
Mingled indeed with what is sweet and strong, 
From majesty : but in clear truth the themes 
Are ugly uuba, the Poefs Polyphemea 
Diatiirbing the grand sea. A drmnlese shower 
Of light is poesy ; 'tis the supreme of power ; 
lis might half slumbering on its own right arm. 
Tlie very arehings of her eyelids charm 
A thousand willing agents to obey, 
And still she governs with the mildest sway : 
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BuL atrenglh alone though of the Muses bom 

Is like a li*llen angel : trees uproin, 

DarkneBs, aiid worms, aud shrouiis, and sepulchres 

Delipht it ; for it feeds upon the burrs 

And thorns of life ; forgetting the great end 

Of poBsy, that it shouldbe a fiiend 

To soothe the cares, and lift the thoughts of man. 

Yet I rejoice : a myrtle fairer than 
E'er grew in Paphoa, from the bitter weeda 
Litb its sweet heap into the air, and feeds 
A silent space with ever-sprouring green. 
All teoderest birds there find a pleasant screen, 
Creep through the shade with jaunty fluttering, 
Nibble the httle cupped flowers and sing. 
Then let us dear away the choking thorns 
From round its gentle stem ; let the young fawna 
Yeaned in after-times, when we are flown, 
Find a fi-esh sward beneath it, overgrown 
With simple flowers : let there-nothing be 
More boisterous than a lover's bended knee , 
Nought more ungentle than the placid look 
Of one who leans upon a closed book ; 
Nought more nntranquii than the grassy slopes 
Between two hills. All hail, delightful hopes ! 
As she was wont, th' ima^nation 
Into most lovely labyrinths will be gone. 
And they shall be accounted poet kings 
Who simply tell the most heart-easing things. 
O may these joys bo ripe before I die ! 

Will not some say that I presumptuously 
Have spoken V that from hastening disgrace 
Twere better far to hide my foolish face ? 
That whining boyhood should with reverence bow 
Ere the dread thunderbolt could reach me V How ' 
If I do hide myself, it sure shall be 
In the very fane, the light of Poeey : 
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If I (io fall, at least I will be laid 

Beneatli tbc silence of a popKir sliaile ; 

Anil orer tne the gyam slialf be smooth shaven ; 

And tliere shall be a kind meiiioi'ial graven. 

But off. Despondence I miserable b;ine I 

The}' should not know thee, who atbirst to gain 

A noble end, are tliirsCy every hour. 

What though I am not wealthy in the dower 

Of spanning wiedom ; though I do not know 

The ahiftings of the mighty winds that blow 

Hither and thither all the changing thoughts 

Of man : though no great ministering reaso 

Out the dark mysteries of human souls 

To clear conceiving : yet there ever rolls 

A vast idea before me, and I glean 

Therefroou my liberty : thenee too Fve seen 

The end and aim of Poesy. 'Tis clear 

As anything most true ; as that the year 

Is made of the four seasons — manifest 

As a iai^e cross, some old cathedral's crest. 

Lifted to the white clouds. Therefore should I 

Be but the essence of deformity, 

A coward, did my very eyelids wink 

At speaking out what I have dared to think. 

Ah I rather let me like a madman run 

Over some precipice ; let the hot son 

Melt my Dedalian wings, and drive me down 

Convulsed and headlong ? Stay ! an inwap 

Of conscience bids me be more calm awhile. 
An ocean dim, sprinkled with many an isle, 
Spreads awfully before me. How much toil ! 
How many days ! what desperate turmoil 1 
Ere I can have explored its widenesses. 
Ah, what a task I upon ray bended knees, 
I could unsay those — no, impossible I 
Impossible ! 



r„-.dh.Google 



278 mSCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

For sweet relief I'll dwell 
On humbler thoughts, and let this strange assay 
Begun in gentleness die so away. 
B'en now all tumult from my bosom fades : 
I turn full-hearted to the friendly aids 
That smooth the path of honour ; brotherhood, 
And friendliness, the nurse of mutual good. 
The hearty grasp that sends a pleasant sonnet 
Intfl the brain ere one can think upon it ; 
The silence when some rhymes are coming out ; 
And when they're come, the very pleasant rout: 
The message certain to be done to-morrow, 
'Tis perhap as well that it should be to borrow 
Some precious book from out its snug retreat, 
To cluster round it when we next shall meet. 
Scarce can I scribble on ; for lovely airs 
Are fluttering round the room like doves in pjuro 
Many delights of that glad day recalling. 
When first my senses caught their tender falling. 
And with these airs come forma of elegance 
Stooning their shoulders o'er a horse's prance, 
Careless, and grand — fingers soft and round 
Parting luxuriant curls ; and the swift bound 
Of Bacchus from his chariot, when bis eye 
Made Ariadne's cheek look blushingly. 
Thus I remember all the pleasant flow 
Of words at opening a portfolio. 

Thmgs such as these are ever harbinners 
To trains of peaceful images : the alirs 
Of a swan's neck unseen among the rushes : 
A linnet startinn; all about the bushes : 
A butterfly, with golden wings broad-parted, 
Nesthng a rose, convulsed as though it smarted 
With over-pleasure — many, many more. 
Might I indulge at la:^e in all my store 
Of luxuries : yet I must not forget 
Sleep, quiet with his poppy i«ronet; 
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For what there may be worthy in these rhymea 

I partly owe if> him : and thus, the chimes 

Of friendly voii-es hail just given place 

To as sweot a silence, when I 'aaii i-etrace 

The plaanant day, upon a eoucli at ease. 

It was a [wet's house who keeps the keys 

Of pleasuro's temple — round about were hung 

The }£loriou3 features of the banla who sung 

In other E^es — cold and sacred busts 

Smiled at each other. Happy he who trusts 

To clear Futurity his darling fame ! 

Then there were fauns and satyrs taking aim 

At swelling apples with a frisky heap 

And reaching fingers, 'mid a luscious heap 

Of vine-leaves. Then there rose to view a fane 

Of liney marble, and thereto a train 

Of nymphs approaching fairiy o'er the sward : 

One, loveliest, holding her white hand toward 

The dazzling sun-rise : two sisters sweet 

Bending their graceful figures till they meet 

Over the trippings of a little child : 

And some are hearing, e^rly, the wild 

Thrilling liquidity of dewy piping. 

See, in anotlier picture, nympns are wiping 

Cherishingly Diana's timorous limbs ; 

A fold of lawny mantle dabbling swims 

At the bath's edge, and keeps a "entle motion 

With the subsiding crystal : as when ocean 

Heaves calmly its broad swelling smoothness o'er 

Its lw)ky maige, and balances once more 

The parteiit weeds; that now unahent by foam 

Feel all about tlicir undulating home. 

Sappho's meek head was there half smiling down 

At nothing ; just as though the earnest frown 

Of ovep-thinkiiig had that moment gone 

From off her brow, and left her all alone. 
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Of the ^coaded world ; and Kosciusko's, w 
Bj bomd suffrance — mightily forlorn. 



Hia eyes from lier sweet face. Most happy they ! 

For over them was seen a free display 

Of outspread winga, and from between them shone 

I'he fate of Poesy ; from off her throne 

She overlook'd things that I scarce could fell, 

Tlie very sense of where 1 was might well 

Keep sleep aloof: but more tliau that there came 

Thought after thought to nourish up the Dame 

Within my breast; so that the morning light 

Surprised me even from a sleepless night ; 

And up I rose refresh 'd, and glad, and gay, 

Resolving to begin that very day 

These hnes; and hovrsoever they be done, 

I leave them as a father does his son. 



STANZAS. 

IN a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy tree, 
Thy branches ne'er remember 
Their green felicity : 
Tlie north cannot undo tliem. 
With a sleety whistle through thera ; 
Nor frozen thawings glue thera 
From budding at the prime. 

In a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy brook. 
Thy bubblings ne'er remember 
Apollo's summer look ; 
But with a sweet tbrgetling, 
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Tliey stay their crystal fretting, 
Never, never pettinj; 
About the frozen time. 

Ah ! would 'twere so with many 
A gentle ^irl and boy ! 
But were tliere ever any 
Writhed not at passed joy ? 
To know the eban«e and leel it, 
When there is none to heal it, 
Nor numbed sense to steal it, 
Was never said in rhyme. 
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TO GEOliGE FELTON MATHEW. 

SWEET are the pleasures that (» verse belong, 
And doubly Hweet a brotherhood in song ; 
Nor can remembrance, Matbew I bring to view 
A fate more pleaang, a delijjht more true 
Than that in whiuh the brother goela joj'd. 
Who, with combined powers, their wit emploj'd 
To raise a trophy to tie drama's muses. 
The thought of this great partnership diffuses 
Over the genius-loviiig heart, a feeling 
Of all that's high, and great, and good, and healing. 
Too partial friend 1 fain would I follow thee 
Past each horizon of fine poesy ; 
Fain would I echo back each pleasant note 
As o'er Sicilian seas, clear anthems float 
•Mong the light Bkimming gondolas far parted. 
Just when the sun his farewell beam has darted 
But 'tis impossible ; far different cares 
Bistkon me sternly from soft " Lydian airs," 
And hold my faculties so long in thrall, 
That I am oil in donbt whether at all 
I ?hall affsin see Phcebus in the morning; 
Or flush'd Aurora in the roseat* dawning ! 
Or a white Naiad in a rippling stream; 
Or a wrapt seraph in a moonlight beam ; 
Or again witness what with thee I've seen, 
The dew by fairy feet swept from the green. 
After a night of soine quaint jubilee 
Which every elf and fay had come to see : 
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Wlien bright processions took their airy march 
Beneath the curved moon's triuinplial arch. 

But might I now each passing moment give 
To the eoy Muse, with me she would not live 
In this dark citj', nor would condescend 
'Mid tOTitraiiiedons her delights to lend. 
Khould e'er the fine^jed maid to me be kind, 
All I surely it must be whene'er I find 
Borne flowerj spot, sequester'd, wild, romantic, 
That olten must have seen a poet frantic; 
Where oaks, that erst the Druid knew, are growing, 
And flowers, the glory of one day, are blowing ; 
Whei'e the dark-leaved laburnum's drooping clustera 
Eeflect athwart the stream their yellow lustres. 
And intertwined the cassia's arms unite. 
With its own drooping buds, but very white. 
Where on one side are covert branches hung, 
"Mong which the nightingales have always sung 
In lewy quiet ; where to pry, aloof 
Atween the pillars of the sylvan roof. 
Would be to find where violet beds were nestling. 
And where the bee with cowslip bells was wrestling. 
There muBt be too a ruin dark and gloomy. 
To say "Joy not too much in all that's bloomy," 

Tet this is vain — O Mathew 1 lend thy aid 
To find a plate where 1 may jjreet the maid — 
Wlicre we may soft humanity put on, 
And sit, and rhyme, and think on Chatterlon ; 
And that warm-hearted Sbakspeare sent to meet 

Four laureil'd spirits, heavenward to entreat him. 
With reverence would we speak of all the sages 
Who have left streaks of light athwart their ages : 
And thou shouldst moralize on Milton's blindness, 
And mourn the fearful dearth of human kindnesa 
To those who strove with the bright goldun wing 
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Of genius, to flap away each sting 
Thrown by the pitiless world. We next could lell 
Of tliose who in the cause of freedom fell ; 
Of our own Alfred, of Helvetian TeU ; 
Of lilm whose name to every heart 's a solace, 
Hiah-minded and untiending William Wallace. 
While Ifl the nigged north our musing turns, 
Wu well might drop a tear for him and Burns. 
Felton ! without incitements such as these. 
How vain for me the niggard Muse to tease I 
For thee, she will thy every dwellin" grace, 
And make " a sunshine in a shady place : " 
For thou waat once a flow'ret blooming wild, 
Close to the source, bright, pure, and undefiled, 
Wlience gush the streams of song : in happy hour 
Came chaste Diana from her shady bower, 
Just as tlie sun was from the east uprising ; 
And, as for him some gift she was devising, 
Beheld thee, pluck'd thee, cast thee in the stream 
To meet her glorious brother's greeting beam. 
1 marvel much that thou hast never told 
How, from a flower, into a fish of gold 
Apollo chan«ed thee ; how thou next didst seem 
A black-eyed swan upon the widening stream ; 
And when thou first didst in that mirror trace 
The placid features of a human face ; 
That thou hast never told thy travels strange, 
And all the wonders of the mazy range 
O'er pebbly crystal, and o'er golden sands ; 
Kissing thy daily food from Naiads' pearly hands. 
Nonanbcr, 1S16. 



TO MY BROTHEK GEORGE. 

^OLL many a dreary hour have I past, 
' My brain bewilder'd, and my mind o'crcaat 
With heaviness ; in seasons when I've thought 
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No sphery stra[ns by me could e'er be cau^Iit 
1 ram tho b!uB dome, thougli I to dimness gaze 
On tbu far duptii where theeted lightning plays ; 
Or, on the wavy grass outstreti^bU supinely, 
i ry 'moiig the stars, to strive to think divinely ■ 
That I should never hear Apollo's song, 
Though feathery ulouds were floating all along 
The purple west, and, two bright streaks between, 
llio golden lyre itself wore dimly seen: 
Thiit the still mntmur of the honey-bee 
Would never teach a rural song to me : 
That the bright glance from beauty's eyelids slautino 
Would never make a lay of mine enchanting, 
Or warm my breast with ardour to unfold 
home tale of love and arms in time of old. 

But there are times, when those that love the bay 
Fly from all sorrowing far, far away; 
A sudden glow tomes on them, nought (bey see 
In water, earth, or air, but poesy. 
It has been said, dear George, and true I hold it, 
(For knightly Spenser to Libertas told it,) 
That when a Poet is in soch a trance, 
In air he sees white coursers paw and prance, 
JJestndden of gay knights, in gay apparel. 
Who at each other tilt in playful quarrel ; 
And what we, ignorantly, sheet-lightning call. 
Is the swirt opening of their wide portal. 
When the bright warder blows his trumpet clear, 
Whose tones reaeh nought on earth but iioefs ear, 
When these enchanted portals open wide. 
And thiough the light the horsemen swiftly glide, 
-I he Poet's eye can reach those golden halls, 
Anil view the glory of their festivals : 
Their ladies fair, that in the distance seem 
lit for the silvering of a seraph's dream ; 
iheir nth brimm'd goblets, that incessant run, 
lake the bright spots that move about the aun ; 
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And when upheld, the wine from eacli briglit jar 
Pours with the lustre of a falling star. 
Yet further off ara dimly seen ^eir bowers, 
Of which no mortal eye can reach the flowers ; 
And 'lis right just, for well Apollo knows 
'Twould make the Poet quarrel with the rose. 
All that's reveal'd from that far seat of blisses, 
Is, the clear fountains' interchanging kisses, 
As graeefoily descending, light and Ihin, 
Like silver streaks across a dolphin's fin. 
When he upawimmeth from the coral caves. 
And sports with half his tail above the wavcs- 

These wonders strange he sees, and many more, 
Whose head is pregnant with poetic lore : 
Should he upon an evening ramble fare 
Wilh forehead to the soothing breezes bare. 
Would he nought see hut the dark, silent bine. 
With at[ its diamonds trembling through and 

through ? 
Or the coy moon, when in the waviness 
Of whitest ciouda she does her beauty dress. 
And staidly paces higher up, and higher, 
Like a sweet nun in holiday attire V 
Ah, yes I much more would start into his sight — 
The revelries and mysteries of night : 
And should 1 ever see them, I will tell you 
Such tales as needs must with amazement spell you. 

These are the living pleasures of the bard: 
But richer far posterity's award. 
What does he murmur vfith his latest breath, 
While his proud eye looks through tho film of 

death ? 
" What though I leave this dull and earthly mould. 
Yet shall my spirit lofty converse hold 
With after times. — The patriot shall feel 
My stern alarum, and unsheath bis steel ; 
19 
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Or in the senate t.huniler out mj- numbers, 

To stai'tle princes Irom their easy slumbera. 

The sage will mingle wiih eaeh moral themo 

My happy thoughte sententious : he will teem 

With lofty periods when my verses fire him, 

And then Til stoop from heaven to inspire him. 

Lsys have I left of suth a dear delight 

That ipaidB wil! sing them on their bridal-night. 

Gay villagers, upon a morn of May, 

When they have tired their gentle iimba with plaj 

And fonn'ii a snowy circle on the nrass, 

And plaeed in midst of all that lovely laas 

Who chosen is their queen, — with her fine head 

Crowned with flowers purple, white, and red : 

For there the li!y and the muak-rose sighing, 

Are emblems true of hapless lovers dving : 

Between her breasts, that never yet felt trouble, 

A bunch of violets full blown, and double, 

Serenely sleep : — she from a casket takes 

A little boob, — and then a joy awakea 

About each youthful heart, — with stilled cries. 

And rubbing of white hands, and sparkling eyes 

For she's to read a tale of hopes and fears ; 

One that I foster'd in my youthful years : 

The pearls, that on each glistening circlet sleep, 

Gush ever and anon with silent creep, 

Lured by the innocent dimples. To sweet rest 

Shall the dear babe, upon ita mother's breast. 

Be luli'd with songs of mine. Fair world adieu I 

Thy dales and hills are fading from my view : 

Swiftly I mount, upon wide-spread inp: pinions. 

Far from the nai-row bounds of thy dominions. 

Full joy 1 feel, while thus I cleave the air, 

That my soft verse will charm tby daughters f^r. 

And warm thy sonsl" Ah, my dear friend and 

brother, 
Could I, at once, my mad anibillon smother. 
For tasting joys like these, sure I should be 
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■elief from pain 
When some bright Uiougbt has darted through my 

Throiinh all that day I've Telt a greater pleasure 
Tlinn if I had broun;ht to light a hidden treasure. 
As to my sonnuta, though ncne else should heed 

1 teul delighted, still, that yoa should read them. 
OF Jnte, loo, 1 have had much calm eojojmerit, 
Sti'eteli'd on the grass at my beat loved employ- 

Of scribbling lines for you. These things I thought 
While, in my face, the freshest breeze I caught. 
E'en now I am pillow'd on a be<l of flowers 
That crowns a lofiy ciifT, which proudly lowers 
Above the ocean wav<>s. The stalks am\ blades 
Chequer my tablet with their quivering shades. 
On one side is a field of drooping data. 
Through which the poppies show their scarlet coats, 
80 pert and useless, that they bring to mind 
The scarlet coats that pester human-kind. 
And on the other side, outspread, is seen 
Ocean's blue mantle, streak'd with purple and 

igreen; 
Now 'tis I see a canvas'd ship, and now 
Mark the bright alver curling round her prow. 
I see the lark down-dropping to his nest. 
And the broad-wing'd sea-gull never at rest ; 
For when no more he spreads his feathers free, 
His breast is dancing on the restless sea. 
Now I direct my eyes into the west, 
Which at this moment is in sun-beams drest ; 
Why westward turn ? 'Twas but to say adieu ! 
Twas but to kiss my hand, dear George, to you I 

Augml, ISI6. 



r„-.dh.Google 



TO CHARLES COWDEN CLARKE. 

OFT have jou seen a swan suptrbly frowning, 
And with proud breast his own white shadow 
urownm}! ; 
He slants his neok beneath the waters bright 
So silently, it seems a beam of light 
Come from the galaxy : anon he sports, — 
With outspread winpia.tbe Neuad Zephyr uourls, 
Or ruffles all the surface of the lake 
Id striving from !t>) crystal face to take 
Some diamond water^lrops, and them to treasure 
In milky nest, and sip them off at leisure. 
But not a moment can he there ensure them, 
Nor to such downy rest can he allure them ; 
For down they rush as though they mould be free, 
And drop like hoars into eternity. 
Just like that bird am I in loss of time. 
Whene'er 1 ventare on the stream of rhjTue ; 
With shatCer'd boat, oar snapt, and canvas rent^ 
I slowly sEul, scarce knowing my intent ; 
Still scooping up the water with my fingers. 
In whioh a trembling diamond never lingers. 

By this, friend Charles, you may full plainly »ee 
Why I have never penn'd a line tu thee : 
Beeause my thouchts were never free and clear, 
And little fit to please a classic ear ; 
Because my wine was of loo poor a savour 
For one whosepalate gladdens in the flavour 
Of sparkling Heli™n : — small good it were 
To take him to a desert rude and bare, 
Who had on Bail's shore reclined at ease. 
While Tasso'a page was floatinjt in a breeze 
That gave soft music from Armida's bowers. 
Mingled with fragrance from her rarest flowers i 
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Small good to one wlio liad by MuUa's stream 

Fondled the maidens witli the breasts of ereaui ; 

Who hail beheld Belphcebe In a brook, 

And lovely Una in a leafy nook, 

And Arcliimajio leaning o'er his book : 

Who had of all that's sweet tasted, and seen, 

From silvery ripple, up to beauty's queen ; 

From the sequester'd haunts of aay Titania, 

To the blue dwelling of divine Urania : 

One, who of late had ta'cn sweet forest walks 

With him who elegantly chats and talks — 

The wrong'd Libertas — who has told you stories 

Of laurel chaplets, and Apollo'a glories ; 

Of troops chivalrous prantinw through a city. 

And tearful ladies, macie for love and pity : 

With many else which I have never known. 

Thus have I thought; and days on days have flown 

Slowly, or rapidly — unwilling still 

For you to try my dull, unlearned quill. 

Nor should I now, but that I've known you long; 

That you first taught me all the sweets of song : 

The grand, the sweet, the terse, the free, the fine : 

What swell'd with pathos, and what right divine : 

Spenserian vowels that elope with ease. 

And float along like birds o'er summer seas : 

Miltonian storms, and more, MiltonJan tenderness : 

Michael in arms, and more, meek Eve's fair slen- 

derness. 
Who read for mo the sonnet swelling loudly 
Up to its climax, and then dying proudly ? 
Who found for me the grandeur of the ode. 
Growing, like Atlas, stronger from its load ? 
Who let me taste that more than cordial dram. 
The sharp, the rapicr-poinled epigram ? 
Show'd me that epic was of all the king. 
Round, vast, and spanning all, like Saturn's ring ? 
You t«o upheld the veil from Clio's beauty. 
And pointed out the patriot's stern duty ; 
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The might of Alfred, and tlio shaft of Tell ; 

The banj of Brutus, that so {rrandly fell 

Upon a tyrant's head. Ah I had i never seen. 

Or known your kindness, what mi^ht I have been ? 

What my enjoyments in my youthful years, 

Bereft of all that now my life endeara ? 

And can I e'er these benefits forget ? 

And can I e'er repay (he friendly debt ? 

No, doubly no; — yet should these rhyminpi 

I shall roll on the grass with twofold ease ; 
For I have long time been my fancy feeding 
With hopes that you would one day thmk the 

reading 
Of my rough verses not an hour misspent ; 
Should It e'er be so, what a rich content I 
Some weeks have pass'd since last I saw the spirea 
In lucentThamoarefleeted: — warm desires 
To see the sun o'er-peep the eastern dimness. 
And morning-shadows streaking into slimness 
Across the lawny fields, and pebbly water ; 
To mark the time as they grow broad and shorter; 
To feel the air that plays about the hills. 
And sips ils freshness from the little rills ; 
To see high, golden com wave in the light 
When Cynthia smiles npon a summer's night. 
And peers among the cloudlets, jet and white, 
As though she were reclining in a bed 
Of bean -blossoms, in heaven freshly shed. 
No sooner had I stepp'd into these pleasures. 
Than I began to think of rhymes and measures : 
The air that floated by me seem'd to say 
"Write ! thou wilt never have a better day." 
And so I did. When many lines I'd written. 
Though with their grace 1 was not oversmitten, 
Tet, as my hand was warm, 1 thought I'd better 
Irust to my feelings, and write you a letter. 
Such an attempt required an inspiration 
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Of a peculiar sort, — a consummation ; — 
Which, had I felt, tliese eeribblings might bara 

Verses from which the soul would never ween ; 
But many iJavs have past since last my lieart 
Was warm'd luxuriously by divine Mozart ; 
By Ame delighted, or by Handel madden'd; 
Or by the sonn- of Erin pierced and sadden'd : 
What time vou were before the music sitting, 
And the rich notes to each sensation fitting. 
Sinee I have walk'd with you through shady lanes 
That freshly terminate in open plains, 
And revell'd in a ebat that ceased not. 
When, at night-fall, among your books wg got: 
No, nor when supper came, nor after that, — 
Nor -when reluctantly I took ray hat ; 
No, nor till cordially you shook my hand 
Mid-way between our homes: — your accents 

bland 
Still sounded in my ears, when I no more 
Could hear your footsteps toueh the gravelly floor. 
Sometimes I lost them, and then found again ; 
Ton changed the foot-path for the jirassy plain. 
In those still moments I have wish'd ycujoys 
That well you know to honour : — " Life's very toya 
With him," said I, " will take a pleasant charm; 
It cannot be that aught will work him harm." 
These thouglits now come o'er me with all their 

Again I shake your hand, — friend Charles, good 
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As late I rambled in the happy fields, 
What time the skylark shakes the tromulous 

From his lush clover covert ; — when anew 
Adventurous knii;ht9 take up their dinted shields; 
I saw the sweetest flower wild nature yields, 

A fresh-blown musk-roae ; 'twas the first that 

Its sweets upon the summer i graceful it grew 
As is the wand that gueen Titania wields. 
And, as I feasted on its fr^raney, 

I thought the garden-rose it far excell'd ; 
But when, Wells I thy roses came to me, 

My sense with their deliciousncss was spell'd ; 
Soft voices had they, that with tender plea 

Whisper'd of peace, and truth, and friendliaeea 
uuqueli'd. 
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MANY the wonders 1 this day have seen ; 
The sun, when first he kist away the t«ars 
That fill'd the eyes of Morn ; — the laurell'd 

Who from the feathery go!d of evening lean ; — 
The Ocean with its vastness, its blue green, 

ICa ships, its roeks, its caves, its hopes, its fears, — 

Its voice mysterioas, which whoso hears 
Must think on what will be. and what has been. 
E'en now, dear Geoi^e, while this for you I write, 

Cynthia is from her silken curtMns peeping 
So scantly, tliat it seems her biidal night, 

And she her half-discovor'd revels keeping. 
But what, without the social thought of Ihee, 
Would be the woadera of the sky and sea ? 



HAD I a man's fair form, then might my sighs 
Be echoed swiftly through that ivory shell 
Thine ear, and find thy gentle heart ; so we 
Would passion arm me for the enterprise : 
But ah 1 I am no knight whose foeman dies; 
No cuirass glistens on my bosom's swell; 
I am no happy shepherd of the del! 
Whose lips have trembled with a maiden's eyes. 
Yet must i doat upon thee, — call thee sweet, 
Sweeter by far than Hybla's honey'd roaes 
When steep'd in dew nch to intoxication. 
Ah I I will taste that dew, for me 'tis meet. 
And when the moon her pallid face discloses, 
I'll gather some by spells, and incantation. 
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SOLITUDE ! if I must with tliee dwell, 
Let it not be ainong the jumblnJ heap 
Of murky buildings : eliuib witb me the 

Nature's ol>servatory — whence the dell. 
In flowery slopes, its river's erystal swell. 
May seem a span ; let me thy vigils keep 
'MongBt boughs paviliou'd, where the deer's 
swifl leap 
St»«lles the wild bee from the foxdove bell. 
But though I'll gladly trace these scenes tt'itb 

Yet the sweet converse of an innocent mind, 
Whose wonla are images of thoughts refined. 

Is my soul's pleasure ; and it sure must be 
Almost the highest bliss of human-kind, 

When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee. 



HOW many bards gild the lapses of time 1 
A few of them have ever been the food 
Of my delighted fancy, —I coul:^ brood 
Over their beauties, earthly, or sublime : 
And often, when 1 at me down lo rhyme. 

These will in throi^{s before my mind intrude! 
. But no confusion, no disturbance rude 
Do they occasion ; 'tis a ploasing chime. 

So the unnumber'd sounds that evening store ; 

The songs of birds — the whispering of the leaves — 

The voice of waters — the great bell that heaves 

With solemn sound, — and thousand others 



That distance of n 
Make pleasing a 
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NYMPH of the downward smile and sidelong 
glance ! 
In vfhat diviner moments of the day 

Art thou moat lovely ? when ([one far astray 
Into the labyrinths of sweet utterance ? 
Or vfben serenely wandering in a trance 

Of sober thought 1 Or when starting away. 

With careless robe to meet the morninj! ray, 
Thou sparest the flowers in thy mazy dan'ce ? 
Haply 'tis when thy ruby lips part sweetly, 

Anil so remain, because thou listenest: 
But thou to please wert nurtured so completely 

That 1 can never tell what mood is best, 
I shall as soon pronounce wbich (Jraue more neatly 

Trips it before Apolio than the rest. 



w: 



HAT though, for showing truth to flatter'd 



Kind Hunt was shut in prison, yet has be, 
In his immortal spirit, been as free' 

As the sky-searching lark, and as elate. 

Minion ofjirandeurl think you he did wait? 
Think you he nought but prison-walls did see, 
Till, so unwilling, thou unlurn'dst the key ? 

Ah, no 1 far happier, nobler was his tate 1 

In Spen.ser's halls he stray'd, and bowers fair, 
Culling enchanted flowers; and he flew 

With daring Milton through the fields of air : 
To regions of bis own his genius true 

Took happy flights. Who shall his fanie impair 
Wbuu Ulou art dead, and all thy wretched crew ' 
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SMAIX, busy flames play throui-Ii the fresh-laid 
coals, 
And their faint eraeklings o'er our silence creep 
Like whispers of the liousehold gods that keep 
A gentle empire o'er fraternal souls. 
And while, tor rhymes, I search around the poles. 
Your eyea are fix'd, as in poetic sleep, 
Upon the lore so voluble and deep, 
That aye at fall of night our care condoles. 
This is your birth-day, Tom, and I rejoice 

That thus it passes smoothly, quietly: 
Many such eves of gently whispering noisa 

May WB togiether pass, and calmly try 
What are this world's true joys, — ere the great 

Frem its fair face shall bid our spirits fly. 



ADDRESSED TO 



H'5 



Dwells here and there with people of no uami 
xn noisome alley, and in pathless wood : 
And where we tbink the truth least unilerstood, 

Oft may be found a "singleness of aim," 

That ought lo frighten into hooded shame 
A money-niongering, pitiable brood. 
How glorious this aRection for the cause 

Of steadfast genius, toiling gallantly 1 
What when a stout unbending champion awes 

Envy, and malice lo theii' native sty ? 
Unnumber'd souls breathe out a still applause, 

Froud to behold him in his coantry's eye. 
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GREAT spirits now on earth are sojourning: 
Ide of the clouil, ihe c-ataraot, the lake, 
Who on UeJvellyn's summit, nide awake, 
Catches his freebness from Archangel's wing : 
He of the rose, the violet, the spring. 

The EO<;ial smile, the chain for Freedom's sake ; 
And lot whose stead fastneea would never t^ke 
A meaner sound than Baphael's whispering. 
And other spirits there are standing apart 
Upon ihe forehead of the age to come ; 
These, these will give the world another heart. 
And other pulses. Hear ye not the hmu 

Of migiity workings ? 

Listen awhile, ye natjons, and be dumb. 



INTO chapman's homer. 

MUCH have I travell'd in the realms of gold, 
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen 
ttound many western islands have 1 been 
Wliich bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 
Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 

That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesna' 

Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold : 

Then felt 1 like some watther of the skies 

When a new planet swims into his ken ; 

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 

He stared at the Pacifiu — and all his mpn 
Ijook'd at eath other with a wild surmise — 
Silent, upon a peak in Darieii. 
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I LEAVING SOME 



GIVE me a ^Iden pen, and let me lean 
On heap'd-up flowers, in regions clear, and fer; 
Bring me a tablet whiter than a star. 
Or hand ol' hymning angel, when 'tis seen 
The silver strings of heavenly harp atween : 
And let there glide by many a pearly car, 
Pink Tobes, and wavy hair, and diamond jar, 
And balf-disoover'd wings, and glances keen. 
The while let music wander round my ears, 
And as it reaches each delicious ending. 

Let me write down a line of glorious tone, 
And full of many wonders of the spheres: 
Por what a height my spirit is contending I 
'Tia not content so soon to be alone. 



KEEN fitful gusts are whispering here and there 
Among the bushes, half leafless and dry; 
The stars look very uold about the sky. 
And I have many miles on foot to fare ; 
Yet feel I httle of the cool bleak air, 
Or of the dead leaves rastling drearily, 
Or of those ralver lamps that burn on high. 
Or of the distance from home's pleasant lair. 
For I am brimful of the friendliness 

That in a little cottage I have found ; 
Of fair-hair'd Milton's eloquent distre^, 

And all his love for gentle Lycid' drown'd; 
Of lovely Laura in her light green dress, 
And fsuthful Petrarch gloriously crown'd. 
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To one who bas been long in city pent, 
'Tis very sweet to look into the fair 
And open face of heaven, — to breathe a prayer 
Full in the smile of the blue firmament. 
Who ia more happy, when, with heart's content, 
Fatigned he smks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grass, and reada a debonair 
And gentle tale of love and ianguiuhment 7 

Catching the notos of Philomel, — an eye 
Watching the sailing cloudlet's bright career. 

He mourns that day so soon has glided by : 
E'en like the passage of an angel's tear 

That falls through the clear ether silently. 



T 



5 GBA88H0PPER AKD CRICKET. 

HE poetry of earth is nerer dead: 
When all the birds are faint with the hot sd 



And bide in cooling trees, e 
From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead ! 
That is the grasshopper's — he takes the lead 

In summer luxury, — he has never done 

With his delights, for when tired out with fiin. 
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed. 
The poetry of earth ia ceasing never r 

On a lone winter evening, when the frost 
Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills 
The Cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever, 

And seems to one in drowsiness balf lost. 
The Grasshopper's among some grassy hills. 
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TO KOSCIUSKO, 

GOOD Kosciusko I thy great name alooe 
Is a full harvest whence fo reap high feeling ; 
It comes upon us like the {jbrious pealing 
Of the wide spheres — an everlasting tone. 
Ami now it telli me, that in worlds unknown, 
The names of heroes, burst from elouda eoneealinir, 
Are changed lo harmonies, for ever stealing ° 
Through cloudless blue, and round eaeh silver 

throne- 
It tells me too, that on a happy day. 

When some gooii spirit walks upon the earth, 
Thy name with Alfred's, and the great of yore, 
Genlly commingling, gives tremendous birth 
To a loud hymn, that sounds far, far away 
To where the great God lives for evermore. 



HAPPY is England I I could be (intent 
To see no other verdure than its own ; 
To feel no other hreezea than are blown 
Through its tall woods with high romances blent j 
Yet ilo I sometimes feel a languishnient 
For skies Italian, and an inward groan 
To sit upon an Alp as on a throne, 
And half forget what world or worldling meant. 
Happy is England, sweet her artless daughters ; 

Enough their simple loveliness for me. 
Enough their whitest arms,! u silence clinging: 

Yet do I often warmly bijni to see 
Beauties of deeper glance, and^ear their singing, 
And float with them about the summer watersT 
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THE HUMAN SEASONS. 

FOUR Seasons fill the measure of the year; 
There are four seasons in the mind of man j 
He fans his lusly Spring, when fancy clear 
Takes in all beauty with an easy span ! 
He has his Summer, when loxnriously 

Spring's honey'd eud of youthful thought he loves 
To ruminate, and by such dreaming high 
Is nearest nnto heayen : quiet coves _ 
His soul has io its Aulumn, when his vringa 

He furleih close ; contented so to look 
On mists in idleness — to let fair things 

Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook. 
He has his Winter too of pale misfeature. 
Or else he would forego his mortal nature. 



C" OME hither, all sweet maidens soberly, 
Down-looking aye, and with a chasten'd light, 
Hid in (he fnnges of your eyelids white, 
And meekly let yonr fair hands joined be, 
As if so gentle that ye could not see. 

Untouched, & victim of your beauty bright. 
Sinking away to his young spirit's night, 
Sinking bcwilder'd 'mid the dreary sea : 
T'is young Leander toiling to his death ; 

Nigh swooninjt, he doth purse his weary Hps 
For Hero's cheek, and smiles against her smile. 

O horrid dream I see how his body dips 
Dead-heavy; arms and shoulders gleam awhile: 
He's gone ; up bubbles all his amorous breath ! 
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HEARKEN, thoii crag'iy ocean pyramid ! 
Give answer from thy voite, the sea-fowl'a 

When were thy shouldera mantled in huge 
streams I 
When, from the sun, was thy broad forehead hid ? 
How long ia't since the mighty power bid 

Thee heave to Mry sleep from fathom dreams ? 

Sleep in the lap of thutider or snn-beams. 
Or when gray clouds are thy cold covei^iid ? 
Thou answer's! not, for thoa art dead asleep I 

Thy life is but two dead eternities — 
The last in air, the former in the deep ; 

First with the whales, last with the eagle-skies — 
Drown'd wast thou till an earthquake made tbea 

Another cannot wake thy giant size. 

XX r. 

ON SEEiSG Tna ELI 



M'^^ 



s heavily on me like unwilling sleep. 
And each imagined pinnacle and steep 
or godlike hardship tells me I must die 
Like a sick eagle looking at the sky. 

Yet 'lis a gentle luxury to weep. 

That I have not the cloudy winds to keep 
Fresh for the opening of the morning's eye. 
Such dim-conceived glories of the brain, 

Bring round the heart an Indescribable feud; 
So do these wonders a most dizzy pain. 

That mingles Grecian grandeur with the rude 
Wasting of old Time — with a billowy main 

A sun, a, shadow of a mc^nitude. 
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HATDON 1 forgive me that 1 cannot speak 
Definitively of these mighty thinwa j 
Forgive me, that I have not eagle's wings, 
That what I want I know not where to seek, 
And think that I would not be over-meek, 
In rolling oPt upfoUowed thunderinga. 
Even to the steep of Heliconian springs, 
Were I of ample strength for such a freak. 
Think, too, that all these numbers should be thine ; 
Whose else? In this who touch thv vesture's 
hem? ^ 

For. when men stared at what was most divine 
With brainless idiotism and o'erwise phlenm, 
Thou haiist beheld the full Hesperian shine" 
Of their star in the east, and gone to worship 
theml 



THIS mortal body of a thousand days 
Now fills, O Burns, a space in thine own room, 
Where thou didst dream alone on budded bay», 
Happy and thoughtless of thy day of doom I 
My pulse is warm with tbino old Barley-bree, 
My head is light with pledging a great soul. 
My eyes are wandering, and I cannot see. 
Fancy is dead and drunken at its goal; 
Yet can I stamp my foot upon thy fjoor, 
Yet can I ope thy window-sash to find 
The meadow thou hast tramped o'er and o'er — 

Yet can 1 think of tbee tdl thought is blind, — 
Yet can 1 gulp a bumper to thy name, — 
O smile among the shades, for this is fame I 
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BOJfNSTS. 
XXIV. 



SON of the ol(i moon-monntains African ! 
Stream of tiie Pyramid and Crocodile 1 
We call thee fruitful, and that very while 
A desert fills our seeing's inward span : 
Nu«e of awart nations since the world began, 
Art thou so fruitful ? or dost thou beguite 
Those men to honour thee, who, worn with ttril. 
Kest them a space 'twixt Cairo and Decan ? 
O may dark fancies err ! They surely do ; 
'Tis ignorance that makes a barren waste 
Of all beyond itself. Thou dost bedew 

Green rushes like our rivers, and dost taste 
The pleasant sun-rise. Green isles hast thou too. 
And to the sea as happily dost haste. 



ON BITTING t>OVnS TO READ " KING LEAR ONCl 

OGOLBEN-TONGUED Romance wltbserem 
lute! 
Fair plumed Syren ! Queen I if far away 1 

Leave melodizing on this wintry day, 
Shut up thine olden volume, and be mute. 
Adieu 1 for once again the fierce dispute. 

Betwixt hell torment and impassioned clay, 

Must I burn through ; ont-e more assay 
The bitter aweet of tins Shakspearian fruit. 
Chief Poet I and ye clouds of Albion, 

Begetters of our deep eternal theme. 
When I am through the old oak forest gone. 

Let me not wander in a barren dream. 
But when I am consumed with the Fire, 
Give me new Phcenix-wiugs lo fly at my desire. 
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READ me a lesaon, Muse, and speak it load 
Upon the top of Nevis, blind in mist I 
I look into the chasms, and a shroud 
Taporous doth hide them, —just so much I wigl 
Mankind do know of hell ; I look o'erhead. 

And there ia sullen mist, — even so muoh 
Mankind can tell of heaven ; mist is spread 

Before the earth, beneath me, — even such, 
Even so vague h man's sight of himselfl 

Here are the erag^ stones beneath my feet, — 
Thus much I know that, a poor witless elf, 

I tread on them, — that all my eye doth meet 
Is mist and crj^, not only on this hefn-ht, 
But in the world of thought and mental might 1 




r„-.dh.Google 




POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS 



FINGAL'S CAVE. 

NOT Aladdin mj^ian 
Ever such a work began ; 
Hot the wizard of the Dee 
Ever such a dream could see ; 
Not St. John, in Patmos' isle, 
In the passion of his toil, 
When lie saw the churches seven, 
Golden aisled, built up in heaven, 
Gazed at such a rugged wonder 1 — • 
As I stood ila roofing under, 
Lo 1 I saw one sleeping there, 
On the marble cold and bare ; 
While the surges washed his feet, 
And hia garments white did beat. 
Drenched about the sombre rocks ; 
On his neck his well-grown locks, 
Lifted dry above (he main, 
Were upon the eurl again. 
" What IS this ? and what art thou ? " 
Whispered I, and toucb'd bis brow ; 
" What art thou ? and what is this ? " 
Whispered I, and strove lo kiss 
The spirit's hand, to wake his eyes ; 
Up he started in a trice r 
" I am Lycidas," said he, 
" Fam'd in fun'ral minstrelsy ! 
This was architectur'd thus 
By the great Oceanus I — 
Here his mighty waters play 
Hollow organs all the day ; 
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fi POSTBUMOUS POEMS. 

Here, \>y turns, his dolphinB all, 

Finny palmers, great and small, 

Conie to pay devotion due, — 

Each a mouth of pearia must strew I 

Many a mortal of these days 

Dares to pass our sacred ways ; 

Dares to touch, audaciously, 

This cathedral of the seal 

I have been the pontiff-priest, 

Where the waters never rest. 

Where a fledgy sea-hird choir 

Soars for ever 1 Holy fire 

I have hid from mortal man ; 

Proteus is my Sacristan I 

But tiie dulled eye of mortal 

Hath passed beyond the rocky portal ; 

So for ever will I leave 

Suuh a taint, and si 

All the magic of the place.' 

So saying, with a Spiril^s g 

He dived ! 



w 



HAT can I do to drive away 
Kemembraoce from my eyes ? for they have 



Aye, an hour ago, my brilliant Queen 1 

Touch has a memory. O say, love, say. 

What can I do [o kill it and he free 

In my old liberty ? 

When every fair one that I saw was fair, 

Enough to catch me in but half a snare. 

Not keep me there: 

When, howe'er poor or particolour'd thincrs. 

My muse had wfngs, * 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS. SIT 

And ever ready was to take her course 
Whither I bent her force, 
Unintelleutual, jet divine to me ; — 
Divine, I say ! — What sea-bird o'er the sea 
Ib a philosopher the while he goes 
Winging along where the great water throes ? 

How shall I do 

To gat anew 

Those moulted feathers, and so mount once more 

Above, above 

The roach of fluttering Love, 

And make him cower lowly while I soar ? 

Shall I gulp wine 1 No, that is vulgarism, 

A heresy and schism. 

Foisted into the canon law of love ; — 

Ho, — wine is only sweet lo happy men ; 

More dismal cares 

Where shall I learn to get my peace again ? 
To banish thoughts of that most hateful land, 
Duni^oner of my friends, that wicked strand 
Whifre they were wrecfc'd and live a wrecked life ; 
That monstrous region, whose dull rivers pour, 
Ever from th«r sordid urns unto the shore, 
Unown'd of any weedy-haired gods ; 
Whose winds, all zephyrieas, hold scourging rods. 
Iced in the great lakes, to afflict mankind ; 
Whose rank^rown forests, frosted, black, and 

blind, ^ ^ 

Would fright a Dryad; whose harsh herbaged 

meads 
Make lean and lank the starv'd ox while he feeds; 
There bad flowers have no scent, birds no sweet 

And great°unerriDg Nature once seems wrong, 

O, for some sunny spell 

To dissipate the shadows of tliis hell I 
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818 P08TSUMOUS POEMS. 

Say they are gone, — with tke new dawning light 

Steps forth my lady bright I 

O, let tiie once more rest 

My soul upon that dazzling breast .' 

Let once again these at-hing arms be placed. 

The tender gaolers of thy waist ! 

And let me feel that warm breath here and there 

To spread a rapture in my very hair, — 

O, the sweetness of the pain 1 

Give me those Has t^ain I 

Enough I Enough I it is enough for me 

To dream of thee I 



G" 



HYMN TO APOLLO. 

D of the golden bow, 

And of tbe golden lyre, 
And of the golden hair, 
And of the golden fire. 
Charioteer 
Of the patient year. 
Where — where slept thine ire, 
When hke a blank idiot I put on thy wreath. 
Thy laurel, thy glory. 
The light of thy story. 
Or was I a worm — too low crawling, for death ? 
O Delphic Apollo 1 

The Thunderer grasp'd and grasp'd, 

The Thunderer frown'd and fiown'd ; 
The eagle's feathery mane 

For wrath became stiffen'd — the sound 
Of breeding thunder 
Went drowsily under, 
Muttering to be unbound. 
O why didst thou pity, and for a worm 
Why touch thy soft Inte 
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POSTSUMOUS POEMS. SI! 

"Ell the thunder was mule, 
Why iraa not I erush'd — such a pitiful gftrm ? 
O Delphic Apollo I 

The Pleiades were up. 

Watching the silent air; 
The aeeda and roots in the Earth 
Were swelling for summer fare ; 
The Ocean, its neighbour, 
Was at its old labour, 
When, who — who did dare 
To tie, like a madman, thy plant round his brow, 
And grin and look proudly, 
And blaspheme so loudly. 



FIFELT, anheard, anseen, 
I've left mjf little queen, 
Her languid arms m silver slumber ly- 

Ah I through their nealling touch, 

Who — who could tell how much 

There is for madness — cruel, or complying 'I 

Those faery lids how sleek I 

Those lips how moist ! — they speak. 
In ripest quiet, shadows of sweet sounds : 

Into my fancy's ear 

Melting a burden dear, 
How " Love <foth know no fulness, aod no bounds." 



True I — tender monitors I 
I bend unto your laws : 
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320 POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 

Tbis sweetest day for dalliance iras born ! 
So, without more ado, 
I'll feel my heaven anew, 

For all the blushing of the hasty morn. 



HUSH, hush I tread softly I hush, hush, my dear ! 
All the house is asleep, but we know very well 
Thatlhejealous, the jcalouBold bald-pate may 

Tho' you've padded his nightcap — sweet 
Isabel I 
Tho' your feet are more light than a Faery'a 

feet. 
Who dances on bubbles where brooklets meet, — 
Husb, bush 1 soU tiptoe I bush, hush, my dear I 
For less than a nothing the jealous cau hear. 



Ho leaf doth tremble, no ripple is there 

On the river, — all's atill, and the night^s sleepy eye 
Closes up, and for^ts all its Lethean care, 

Charm''l to death by the drone of the humming 
May-fly ; 
And the moon, whether prudish or complaisant 
Has fled lo her bower, well knowing I want 
No liijht in the dusk, no torch in the jrlooin, 
But my Isabel's eyes, and her lips pulp'd with bloom 



Lift Ihe latch 1 ahsentlyl ah tenderly — sweet! 
We are dead if Uiat liatchet gives one little clink ' 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 321 

Well done — now those lips, and a flowery seat — 
The old man maj sleep, and tiie planeis may 

The shut rose shall dre.im of our loves and 

Full-blown, and sufh warmth for the morning 

The atoi^k-dove shall hatth hissoft twin-er;gsandeoo, 
While I kiss to the melodj', aching all through ! 



FAERY SONG. 

SHED no tear I O shed no tear 1 
The flower will bloom another year. 
Weep no more I O weep no more ! 
Young buJs sleep in the root's white core. 
Dry vour eyefl i dry your eyes I 
For I was taught in Paradise 
To ease my breast of melodies — 
Shed no tear. 

Overhead ! look overhead 1 
'Mong the blossoms white and red — 
Look up, look up. I flutter now 
On tliis fresh pomegranate bough. 
See me I 'tis tliis silvery bill 
Bver cures the good man's ill. 
Shed no tear_l O shed no tear ! 
The fiower will bloom another year. 
Adieu, Adieu — I fly, adieu, 
I vanish in the heaven's blue — 

Adieu, Adieu I 
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1 POSTBUM0U8 POEMS. 

LA BELLE DAME SANS MEECL 







WHAT can ail thee, kniKht-at-anns, 
Alone and palely loiterinn; 1 
The sedge has wUher'd from the lake. 
And no birds sing. 



O what can ail thee, knighl^at-a: 
So haffifard and so woe-hegone 

The squiirers granary is full. 
And the harvest's done. 



I see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew, 
And on thy cheeks a fading rose 

Fast wiLhereth too. 



I met a lady in the meads, 

. Fuil heautiflil — a faery's child, 
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 



I made a garland for her head, 
And bracelets too, and fragrant zi 

She look'd at me as she did love,. 
And made sweet moan. 
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FOSTHUMOUS POEMH. 



I Het hor on my pacinjr steed, 

And notbing else saw all day long, 

For sidelong would she bend, and sing 
A faery song. 



She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild, and manna dew, 

And sure in langu^e strange she s^d — 
" I love thee true." 



She took me fo her ellin grot. 

And there she wept, and sigh'd full Bt 
And there I shut her wild .wild eyea 

With kisses four. 



And there ahe lulled me asleep, 
And there I dream'd — Ah I w< 

The latest dream lever dream'd 
On the cold hill's side. 



I saw pale kings and princes too, 

Pale warriors, dealli-pale were they all; 

They erie<I — " La Bellu Dame sans Merci 
Hath Ihee in thrall I " 



I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 
With horrid warning gaped wide. 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 



And this is why I sojourn here. 

Alone aiiiJ palely loitering 
Thongh the sedife is wither'd from the lake. 

And no birds sing. 



THE EVE OF ST. MARK. 

(UNFISiailED,) 

UPON a Sabbath-day it fell ; 
Twice holy was (he Sabbath- bell, 
That eall'd the folk to evening prayer 
fhe city streets mere clean and fair 
From wholesome drench of April rains, 
And, on the western window-panes. 
The chilly sunset faintly told 
Of unmatured green, valleys cold, 
Of the green thorny bloomless hedge. 
Of rivers new with spring-tide sedge, 
Of primroses by shelter'urilta. 
And daisies on the aguish hills. 

Twice holy was the Sabbath-bell : 
The silent streets were crowded well 
With stud and ^>ious companies. 
Warm from their fireside orat'ries; 
And moving, with demurest air, 
To even-song, and vesper prayer. 
Each arched porch, and entry low. 
Was fiU'd with patient folk and slow, 



r„-.dh.G00gle 



POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 

With whispers push, and shuffling feet, 
While play'd the organ loud ami sweet. 

The bells had ceased, the pra}-erg begun, 
Anil Bertha had not yet liall" done 
A uurioua volume, patch'd and lorn, 
That all (lay bng, from earliest morn, 
Had taken captive her two eyea, 
Among its golden broideries; 
Perplex'd hor with a thousand things, — 
The stars of Heaven, and angels' wings, 
Martyrs in a fiery blaze. 
Azure saints and alver rays, 
Moses' breastplate, and the seven 
Candleatiuks John saw in Heaven, 
The winged Lion of Saint Mark, 
And the Covenantal Ark, 
With its many mysteries, 
Cherubim and golden mice 

Bertha was a maiden f^r, 
Dwelling in th' old Minster-square ; 
From her fireside she could see. 
Sidelong, its rich antiquity. 
Far as the Bishop's garden-wall ; 
Where sycamores and elm-trees tall, 
Full-leaved, the forest had ontstripl^ 
By no sharp north-wind ever nipt, 
So sheiter'd by the mighty pile. 
Bertha arose, and read awhile. 
With forehead 'gainst the window-pane. 
Again she tried, and then ^ain. 
Until the dusk eve left her dark 
Upon the l&^end of St. Mark. 
From plaited lawn-frill, fine and tiin. 
She lifted up her soft warm chin, 
WitJi aching neck and swimming eyes 
And daziid with saintly imag'ries. 



r„-.dh.Google 



S POBTSUMOUB POEMS. 

All was gloom, and silent all. 
Save noHT and then the still foot-fall 
Of oiie returning homewania late, 
PcMt tho Hciioinn minaCer-gaie. 
Tlie (.-lamorous daws, that ail the day- 
Above tree-Cops and towers play, 
Pair by pair had gone to rest, 
Eauh ni its ancient belfry-neat, 
Where asleep they fall betimes, 
To muau and the drowsy chimes. 

All was alent, all was gloom, 

Abroad and in the homely room : 

Down she sat, poor cheated soul 1 

And struck a lamp from the dismal coal ; 

Leaned forward, with bright drooping hait 

And slant book, full agdnst the glare. 

Her shadow, irt uneaay guise, 

Hover'd about, a giant size. 

On ceiling-beam and old oak chair, 

The parrot's cage, and panel square; 

And the warm angled wintei^screen, 

On which were many monsters seen, 

Call'd doves of Slam, Lima mice. 

And legless birds of Paradise, 

Macaw, and tender Av'davat, 

And ailketi-furr'd Angora cat. 

Unlire<i she read, her shadow still 

Glower'd about, as it would fill 

The room with wildest forms and shades. 

As though some ghostly queen of spades 

Had come to mock behind her back. 

And dance, and ruffle her garments black. 

TJntired she read the legend pa"e, 

Of holy Mark, from youth to age, 

On land, on aea, in pi^n chains, 

Rejoicing for his many pains. 

Sometimes the learned eremite. 
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POSTSUMOUa POEMS. 

With golden star, or ilagger bright, 
Eeferr'd to pioua poesies 
Written in smallest crow-quill size 
Beneath the text ; and thus the rhyme 
Was parcell'ii out fi'om time to time : 

"Als writith he of swevenia, 

Men ban belbrne tliey nake in blias, 
Whanne that hir frieiides thinke him boi 
In crimped ahroude farre under grouudo 
And how a litling child mote be 

Gif that the modre (GiDd her blesse!) 



And kissen devoute the holy croee, 
Of Gfoddes love, and Salhan's force, — 
He writith ; and tliingea many mo 
Of ewiehe thingea I may not shew. 
Bot I must tellen verilie 
Somdel of Saints Cidlie, 
And chicflie what he auclorelhe 
Of Saints Markis life and dethe : " 

At length her constant eyelids uomo 
Upon the fervent martyrdom; 
Then lastly to his holy shrine. 
Exalt amid the tapera' shine 
At Venice, — 
1S19. 



TO FANKT. 

PHYSICIAN Nature ! let my spirit blood 1 
O ease my heart of vorse and let me rest; 
Throw me upon thy Tripod, till the flood 
Of stifling numbers ebl» from my full breast. 
A theme f a theme I Great Nature ! give a. theme 
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Beckon me not inlo the wintry ai 

Ah I dearest love, sweet home of all my fears, 
And hopes, an<l joya, and pantiiip; miseries, — 
To-night, if I may guesa, thy beauly wears 

A smile of sut-h delight, 

Aa brilliant and as bVinht, 



I gaze, I gaze 1 

Who now, with greedy looks, eats up my feast 7 
What Btare outfaces now my silver moon 1 
Ah 1 keep that hand unravished at the least; 

Let, let tlio amorous bnrn — 

But, pr'ythee, do not turn 
The current of your heart from me so soon. 

O 1 save, in charity. 

The quickest pulse for me. 

Save it for me, sWeet love I though music breathe 
Voluptuous visions into the warm air. 
Though swimminij through the dance's dangerous 
wreath ; 

Be like an April day. 

Smiling and cold and gay, 
A temperate lily, temperate as tair; 

Then, Heaven 1 there will be 

A warmer June for me. 

Why, this — you'll say, my Fanny I is not true : 
Put your soft band upon your snowy side, 
Where the heart beats: confess — 'tis nothing 
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Sway'd to and fro by every wind and tide ? 
Of as uncevtain speed 
As blow-ball from the mead ? 

1 know it — and to know it is despair 

To one who lovus you as I love, sweet Fanny ! 

Whose heart poea flutfring for you every where. 

Nor, when away you roam, 

Dare keep its wrelehed home. 
Love, love alone, his pains severe and many : 

Then, loveliest 1 keep nie free, 

From torturing jealousy. 

Ah ! if you prize my subdued soul above 
The poor, the fading, brief, pride of an hour; 
Let none profane my Holy See of love, 

Or with a rude band break 

The sacramental cake : 
het none else touch the just new-budded flower ; 

If not — may my eyes close, 

Love! on their lost repose. 
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H I how I love, on a fair Bummer's eve, 
When streams of light pour down the golden 

And on the balmy zephyrs tranquil rest 
Tlie silver tlonds, — far, far away to leave 
All meaner thoughts, and take a sweet reprieve 
From little carea ; to find, with easy quest, 
A fragrant wild, with Nature's beauty drest. 
And there into delight my soul deceive. 
There warm my breast with patriotiu lore, 

lluaing on Milton's fate — on Sydney's bier — 
Till their stern forms before my mind arise : 
Perhaps on wing of Poesy upsoar, 
Pull often dropping; a delitious tear. 
When some melodious sorrow spells mine eyes. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY WHO SENT ME A LAUHEL 

FRESH morning gusts havo blown away all ftar 
From my glad bosom — now from gloomineas 
1 mount forever — not an atom Itos _ 
Than the yiroud laurel shall content Diy bier. 
No ! by the eternal stars I or why sit here 

In the Son's eye, and 'gainst my temples presB 
Apollo's very leaves, woven to bless 
By thy white fingers and thy spirit clear. 
Lo ! who dares say, " Do this ? " Who darea call 
down 
My will from its high purpose? Who say, 
" Stand," 
Or " Go 7 " This mighty moment I would frown 

On ahjett Ciesars — not the stoutest band 
Of mailed heroes should tear off my crown : 
Yet would I kneel and kiss thy gentle hand ! 

ni. 
i FTER dark vapors have oppreas'd our pldiw 
J\ For a Ions tlreary season, comes a day 

Born of the gentle south, and clears away 
From the sick heavens all unseemly stains. 
The anxious mouth, relieved from its pains. 
Takes as a long-lost right the feel of May, 
The eyelids with the passing coolness play_. 
Like rose-leaves with the drip of summer rains. 
And calmest thou^hls come round us — as, of leaves 
Budding, — fruit ripening in stillness, — autumn 

Smiling at eve upon the quiet sheaves, — 
Sweet Sappho's cheek, — a sleeping infant's 
breath, — 
The gradual sand that through an hour-glass 

A woodland rivulet, -- a Poet's death. 
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FLOWKE AND THE LKFB." 

THIS pleasant tale is like a little copse : 
TliK lioneyed lines so Ireshly interlace, 
To keep the reader in so sweet a place, 
So tliat he here and there full-hearted stops ; 
AniJ oAentiiiieB he feels the dewy drops 
Come cool and suddenly M^nst hia face, 
And, by the wandering melo'lyi may trace 
Which way the tender-Ie^r^ed linnet hops. 
Oh t what a power has white simplicity ! 
Wliat mighty power has this gentle story ! 
I, ihat do ever feel alhirsl for glory, 
Conld at this moment be content to lie 

Meekly upon the grass, as those whose sobbings 
Were heard of none beside the mournful robins. 



IT keeps eternal whisperings around 
Desolate shores, and with its mighty swell 
Gluts twice ten thousand caverns, till the spell 
Of Hecate leaves them their old shadowy sound. 
OAen 'tis in such gentle temper found. 
That scarcely will the very auiailest shell 
Be moved for days from where it sometime fell, 
When last the winds of heaven were unbound. 
O ye 1 who have your eyeballa vexed and tired, 

feast them upon the wideness of the Sea ; 
ye I whose ears are dinn'd with uproar rude. 

Or fed too much with cloying melody, — 
Sit ye near some old cavern's mouth, aurl brood 
Until ye start, as if the sea-nymphs quired 1 
Alt- 1817. 



r„-.dh.Google 



POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 



\TirHO loves to peer up at the mornm^ sun, 
} y Wiih lialf-ahut eyes and tomfortable vhcek. 
Let him, with this sweet tale, (iitl often seek 
ForniHaclowa where the little rivers run; 
Who lovBs to linger with that brifrhtest one 

Of Heaven —Tlesperus — let him lowly speak 

These innnhers to the night, and starlight meek, 
Or moon, if that her hunting be begun. 
He who knows these delights, and too ia prone 

To moralize upon a smile or tear. 
Will find at once a region of his own, 

A bower for hia apirit, and will steer 
To alleys, where the fir-tree drops its cone, 

Where robins hop, anil fallen leaves are sear. 



w 



HEN I have fears (hat I may eease to be 

my pen has glean'd my teeming 

Before high-pilod books, in charact'ryi 

Hold like rich garners the i'ull-ripen'd ^ain ; 
When I behold, upon the night's starr'd tace, 

Huge eloudv symbols of a high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 

Their shadows, with the m^c hand of chance ; 
And when I feel, fwr creature of an hour I 

That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Kever have reliah in the taery power 

Of unreflecting love 1 — then on the shore 
Of the vfide world I stand alone, and think 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 
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STANDING aloof in giant ignorance. 
Of lliee I hear and of Ihe Cjdadea, 
As oiiK who sits asliore and longs penjhanoe 
To visit dolphin-foral in deep seas. 
So (hou wast blind I — : but then the veil was rent, 

For Jove unturtain'd Heaven to let thee live, 
And NeplBne maile for tiiee a spermy tent. 

And Pan made sing for thee his forest-hive; 
Aye, on the shares of darkness there is li"ht, 

And precipices show untrodden green ; 
There is a budding morrow in miilnight ; 

There is a triple sight in blindness keen : 
Sueh seeing badst thoa, as it oneo befell 
ToDian, Queen of Earth, and Heaven, and Hell 



ASSWEB TO A aOSSET ENDING THUS: 

"Dark eyes sredeanr&F 
Than those thai nisdc Ihe hyaolnthim btll," 

BLDEl Tls the life of heaven, — the domain 
Of Cynthia, — the wide palace of the sun, — 
The tent of Hesperus, and all his train, — 
The bosomer of clouds, gold, gray, and dun. 
Bluel "Ha the life of waters -ocean 

And all its vassal streams ; pools numberless 
May range, and foam, and fret, but never can 

Subside, if not to dark-blue naCtveness. 
Blue ! Gentle cousin of the forest-green, 

Married to green in all (he sweetest flowers — 
Forget-me-not, — the blue-bell, — and, that queen 

Of secrecy, the violet ; what strange powers 
Hast ihou, as a mere shadow I But how great, 
When In an Eye thou art alive with fate I 
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HOSTEUifOUS P0EU3. 



TO J. H. REYNOLDS, 

OTHAT a week could be an age, and we 
Felt parting and warm meeting every week; 
Then one poor jear a thousand years would be, 
The flush of welcome ever on the cheek ; 
So eould we IIto iong life in little apace, 

80 time itself would be annihilate, 
So a day's journey in oblivious haze 

To serve our joys would lengthen and dilate. 
to arrive each Monday morn from Ind I . 

To land each Tuesday from the riuh Levant I 
In little time a host of joys to bind, 

And keep our souls in one eternal pant 1 
This morn, my friend, and yester-evening (aught 
Me how to harbor such a happy thought 

XI. 



TIME'S sea hath been five years at its low ebb, 
Lonjr hours have lo and fro let creep thesanii. 
Since I was tangled in thy beauty's web, 
And snared by the unglovioB; of thine hand. 
And yet I never look on midnight sky, 

But I behold thine eyes' well-menioried light; 
I cannot look upon the rose's dye, 

But to thy cheek my soul doth take its flight; 
I cannot look on any budding flower, 

But ray fond ear, in fancy at thy lip5, 
And hearkening for a love-aonnd, doth devour 
Its sweets in the wrong sense : — Thou dost 
eclipse 
Every delight with sweet remembering, 
And grief unto my darling joys dost bring. 
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OSOFT embaliner oT the still mi<inlg!it I 
Sliultinn;, with careful fingers and benigTi, 
Our filoom-pleasBd eyes, embower'd from the 
lijiht, 
EnshacleiJ in forj^etfiilness divine; 
O aoothest Sleep 1 if so it please thee, close. 

In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes. 
Or wait the amen, ere thy poppy throws 
Around my bed its lullmg eharities ; 
Then save me, or the passed day will shine 
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes; 

Save me from curious conscience, that still lords 
Its strengrh, for darkness burrovring like a mole ; 

Turn the key deftly in the oileil wards. 
And snal the hushed casket of my soul. 



FAME, like a wayward pirl, will still bo coy 
To those who woo her with too slavish knees, 
But makes snrrencler to some thouphfless boy, 
And dotps the more upon a heart at ease. 
She is a Gipsey, — will not speak to those 

Who have not learnt to bo content without her; 
A Jilt, whose ear was never whisper'd t;loae, 

Who thinks they scandal her who talk about 
her; 
A very Gipsey is she, Ni!us-bom, 

SisteMii-law to jealous Poliphar, 
Ye lovesick Bards 1 rupay her scorn for scorn ; 

Ye Artists lovelorn 1 madmen that ye are ! 
Make your best bow to her and bid adieu. 
Then, if she likes it, she ii\\\ follow you. 
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HOW fever'd 19 the man, who cannot look 
Upon his mortal days with temperate blood, 
Who vexes all the loaves of hia life's book, 
And robs his fair name of its maidenhood : 
It is as if the rose should plufk herself, 

Or the ripe plum finger its misty bloom; 
As if a Naiad, like a meddling elf, 

Should darken her pure grot with muddy gloom, 
But the rose leaves herself upon the brier. 

For winds lo kiss and grateful bees to feed. 
And the ripe plum still wears its dim attire, 
The undisturbed lake has crystal apace : 
Why then should man, teasing the world for 

Spoil his salvation for a fierce miacreed ? 



WHY did I laugh to-night ? No voice will tell ; 
No God, no Demon of severe response. 
Deigns to reply from Heaven or frcan Hell : 
Tben to my human heart I turn at once. — 
Heart 1 Thou and I are here sad and alone ; 

I say, why did I laugh ? O mortal pain ! 
O Darkness ! Darknesa I ever must I moan, 

To question Heaven and Hell and Heart in vain. 
Why did I laugh t I know this Being's lease. 

My fancy to its utmost blisses spreads ; 
Yet would I on this very midnight cease. 

And the world's gaudy ensigns see in shreds ; 
Verse, Fame, and Beauty are intense indeed. 
But Death intenser — Death is Life's high meed. 
IS19. 
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